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HE who comes hither with deſign to hiſs, 
And with a bum reverſt to whiſper Mils : 

To comb a perriwiz, or to ſhow gay cloa:hs; 
Or to vent antic nonſene with new oaths, | 
Our poet welcomes as the muſes friend, 

For he'il by irony each play commend: 

Next theſe, we welcome ſuch as briſkly dine, 
At lambs, at Lockits, or with Shateline : 
Swell'd with pottage, or the Burgundian grape, 
They hither come, to take a kindly nap 

In theſe our author don't concerwve much harm, 
For they pay well, and keep our benches warm. 
And tho? ſcarce half awal = ſome plays they damn, 


They'll do't by wholeſale, not by ounce and dram. 


But when fierce critics get em in their view, 
Th'are cruſtier than Spantards in Peru: 

They wrack each line, and every word unknit, 
As if they'd find a way to cramp all wit. 
They are the terror of all adventurers here, 
| The very objects of their hate and fear; 
And like rude common wealths they {till are knit, 
Gainſt Engliſh plays, the monarchies of wit. 
They invade poetic licence, and ſtill rail, 

At plays to which in duty they ſhou'd veil. 

Yet {till they infeſt this coaſt ro fiſh for jeſts, 

'To ſupplement their wits at city feaſts: 

"Thus much for critics, to the more generous wit 
Our author frankly does each ſcene ſubmit : 

And begs your kind alliaace to engage, 

Thoſe lawleſs e of the ſtage. 


V2 


ACT 


EPILOGUE. 


OUR next new play, if this mode hold in vogue, 
Shall be half prologue, and half epilogue. | 

The way to pleaſe you 1s eaſy if we knew't, 

A jigg, a ſong, a rhime or two will do't, | 
When you're i'th' vein; and ſometimes a good play, 
Strangely miſcarries, and is thrown away. 

That this is ſuch, our author dares not think, 

For what diſpleaſes you's a waſte of ink 

And now the danger of our thunder's nigh, 
We have no refuge but to mercy fly. 

We yield ourſelves, and you ſo gen'rous are, 
Submitting foes, though ne'er ſo great, you'll ſpare, 
Gallants ! if y'are offended at our play, 

And think w'have courſely treated you to-day, 
Think what a famine there is now of wit, 

And that we bring the beſt that we can get; 
Wit's &en exhauſted, and is almoſt ſpent, 

And you, with little wit, muſt be content. . 
Damn'd plays ſhall be adorned with mighty ſcenes, 
And Fuſtian ſhall be ſpoke in huge machines; 
And we will purling ſtreams and fire-works ſhow, ) 
And you may live to ſee it rain and ſnow ; 0 
So poets ſave their wit, they care not how. 

This all our ſcribiers can perform with eaſe, 
Tickle the fool, tho? ndt the witty pleaſe, 

If you expect true comedy agen, 

That repreſents not monſters,” but ſhews men, 
Your expectations will be croſs'd, we fear, 
For we have little hope to fee ſuch here. 


Ms, A N TH O N F. 


AI. 


scENE, @ Chamber, in which Mr. Anthony is 
dreſſing himſelf. 


Enter Mr. Pedagog. 


Peaag. G00 morrow, Mr. Anthony. 
Ant. Who 1s that, Mr. Pedagog, my 3 


ſchool- maſter? 


Pedag. The very fame: bleſs me! not ready yet ? you 
muſt not be ſo ſlothful; | 


Aurora is a friend to the muſes. 
Ant. A duce take her, ſhe's an enemy. to ſleep; I'll be 


W ſworn, tutor, I think Cephalus is but a platonic, elſe his 


miſtreſs wou'd lye longer in bed with him, and would not” 
come every morning peeping into my curtains, Ah, my 
Domine, ſhould your miſtreſs ſerve you ſo.— | 

Pedag. My miſtreſs |! Alas, Mr. e my books 
are my only miſtreſſes. 

Ant. By this light then, I think you are a platonic too; 
for you ſeldom have to do with them yourſelf, and fo con- 
ſtantly ſet me to turn them over, that I want time to fleep. 
Pray preceptor meus, make your addreſſes to them for three 
or four ſixty minutes, while I take a nap of a parallel 
extent. 

Pedag. Yes, yes, and let Mr. Cudden for ſo long undiſ- 
turbedly court Mrs. Philadelphia, and Mrs. I febella, i in the 
garden, for there ] left them, juſt now, together. 


Azt. Light, did you ſQo -N * then [ He buttons his 


veſt pace. 
Pile. What then-----you are not jealous | ? 
Ant. Yes, as a turky- cock, not that | care much for * 
either of them; but a man looks ſo like a Solymon t _ mag- 


niſi ent, 


" MR. ANTHONY, A COMEDY, 
nificent, when he is cock of all the hens on his own dung- 
hill. Why] tell you tutor, 'tis the nobleſt prerogative 
that a gentleman can have in his own houſe. 

Pedag. Out on it,*tis to be a tyrant | 

Ant. And pray, Reverendiſſime Domine, who would not 
be a tyrant if he could? We only inveigh againſt the name, 
becauſe we cannot be the thing, as old women declaim a- 

inſt love, becauſe none will make it to them. 
'  Pedag. Sure you think by theſe excurſions to draw me 
from my point; come, come Mr. Anthony, have you no 
twitterings for Mrs. Ifabeila, and Mrs. Philadelphia? No 
diſſembling ; I have ſeen you often caſt ſheeps eyes at 
them. Ie ; 
Ant., Sheep's eyes ſaid you? That may be the college 
way, indeed, of diſcovering an amour, but when I make 
love, I caſt lyons eyes on my miſtreſs, mine are all fire; 
for he that courts but with ſheep's eyes, *tis ten to one, after 
he weds, he will wear the ſheeps horns too. | 


Enter MR. PLorT. | 

Plot. What, Mr. Anthony,are you fo early at your ſtudy? 

Ant. No, Mr. Plot, I am at my catechiſm, my inſtructor 
is queſtioning me if i am not in love with Mrs. Pailadel- 
phia, and Mrs. Iſabella. - 

Plot. J would not have you: half ſo much as he is with 
your mother-in law, and with her two nieces, Mrs. Betty 
and Mrs. Nan, for I have ſeen him fold his arms, and ſigh at 
them, as movingly as a lean benetic'd parſon looks at a living 
of 4.00). a year. | 

Ant. But is this ſo in faith, Fach? | | 

Plat, *Slid, can you doubt it ? See what a hanging look 
he has. | ; h 

Ant. By this light he has: Ah ha; director of my fathers 
ſon: go his face pleads guilty. 

Pedga. You amaze me, I profeſs. [ Lifting up his hands. 
Ant. Chaſte Mr. Profeſſor : nay, now 1 have got you 
over this hip, I am rcfolv'd to be a Dionyſius to thee, for if I 
may not ſleep as long as my lazyſhip pleaſes; if thou doſt 
caſt, I will not ſay a ſheep's eye, butſo much as a lamb's eye, 
on any of the female name within theſe walls, from the age 
of eight to eighty, (for all the reſt under and over, I will 

vouchſafe to leave them to thy diſcipline) if thou doſt not 
| . 15 daily 
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daily certify my dad that I am a greater proficient in learn- 
ing than | am; nay, than ever will be. 


Plot. How like you this, Mr. Pedagog, have I not taught 


your upil rarely this morning? | | 

Ant. Prith<e let me have my full ſwinge at him (for he 
has had his many a diſmal time at me:) I ſay, it thou doſt 
not conform to all the maxims of Jack Plot, Tom Art, and 
my own dear ſelf, i will peach theeat ſuch a rate to my fire, 
as ſhall provoke him to uncaſe thee out of thy pedagogical 
caſſock, condemn to the flame, martyr-like all thy Ferulas, 
grammars, dictionaries, clathck authors, and common- place 
books; nay, take thy green glaſſes out of thy ſpectacles, and 
leave thee only thy horn- caſes to look through; by which, 
thou wilt be as able to read prayers with thy noſe as with 
thy eyes. | | 

Pit. Nay, if thou doſt not friſk as luſtily to a ſingle kit, 
whenever tliy late pupil and my preſent convert bids thee, as 
to 24 violins, I will convert thy lictorian bundles of birch, 
which conſul-like thou haſt carried before thee, into rods 
for thy own poſteriors, and have no more mercy on th 
hanches, than thou uſeſt to have on my friend Anthony's, 
when he cannot ſay his leflon, though he be the greateft 


dunce of the two; only his imbecility, varniſh'd over with 


a pythagorean gravity, paſſes for profound knowledge in 
thy father's ſhallow pate; where, if there is a vacuum in na- 
ture, there it needs mult be, | 


. 


Ant. By this hand, I long to open it, to try the experi- 


ment, | 

Pedag. Verily, I do no longer wonder you would mur- 
der my fair fame, when you long to murder the perſon of 
your reverend father, only to try an experiment of philoſo- 
pher Plot's. In ſooth, though I ſay it, Mr. Anthony was a 
very hopeful ſcholar, I mean of a gentleman, before he kept 
ſuch lewd debauched ſociety ; he had a pretty ſmattering of 


the Greek, and for Latin he would declaim in it extempore, 


and very rarely break Prifſian's head, but now forſooth, 

freſh and faſting, he longs to break his father's, 

Plot. O times! O manners! . 

Piedag. Well, Mr. Plot, what you and my unnatural pu- 
pil have ſaid, I will depoſe before Sir Timothy, and then 
woe will inſue, for though it is common for fons to wiſh 
their fathers in Heaven, yet it is extracrdinary for them to 
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ſay it, and that before two witneſſes; remember this Mr. 

Anthony. | [ Clapping his hands at hinj. 
Ant. By this hand, Jack, I fear thou haſt embarked me 


in a damnable intrigue, I would I were well out of it. 


[ He ſcratches his head, then quits Plot, and goes to Pedagog. 
here's no way but a haſty ſubmiſſion: pray, dear tutor, 
be not offended at what I have faid, ſecond thoughts, you 
have told me, are the beſt, 
Pedag. Oh are they fo, are they ſo, Mr. Anthony? 
Ant. And now give me leave, I beſeech you, to praiſe 


what your learnedſhip did vouchſafe to teach me. Come, 


my dcar Ariſtotle the ſecond, I vow you waked me ſo early, 


that I know not what I faid ; but on better advice, L'Il be 
ſworn I had rather break Priſſian's head a thouſand times, 


than ſay once (eſpecially before two witneſſes) that I would 


break my father's. | | 
Pedag. I proteſt, Mr. Anthony, this excuſeis as bad as the 


fault ; you are not troubled becauſe you ſpoke Parricide, but 


- becauſe two witneſſes heard it. 


Ant. Oh my inſtructor, if thou wilt be friends, I will 
henceforth ſubmit my juicy palm to the correction of thy 


dry ferula. I will every night, cap verſes with thee for 


fack poſſets, and loſe as formerly I us'd to do. I will ſtudy 
like a Bellarmine, declaim like a Cicero, diſpute like a 
Thomas Aquinus, ſillogize like a Ramus, poetize like a 
Horace; in one word, I will mak? thee famous by my lite- 


rature. | 


For if the pupil ſo much honour have, 
What ſhalt he that taught the naue. 


Prithee, dear-Jack interceed for a poor miſerable mortal 


which thou thyfelf has made ſo. 


Plot. Troth, Mr. Pedagog, at my requeſt, condeſcend 
to wear your penitent pupil on the left ſide of your girdle, 
as you do your ferula on your right fide, for *tis fit the cor- 


rector ſhould take the upper-hand of the corrected; then 

our weeping diſciple thus worn, will be call'd, inſtead of 
Mr. Anthony, Mr. Tony, and his younger brother may 
beg him, ſo that you may afterwards put him in the long 
coat livery, fit for the great family of the Ante-Solomons, 
that you may boaſt what a ſcholar you have made of him e' er 


he was laſt put in breeches: do ſo Mr. Tony, that habit 


will well become ycur father's ſon, for *twill be a comely 
Ant. runs to Plot's ſide. 
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Ant. Have you heard all this, Domine Doctor? rather 
than I will be ſo jeer'd, c'ad; and endanger my eſtate to be 
begg'd; I will turn down-right Mutineer, and defy na- 
ture and art; that is, my father and tutor. Hey--day—— 
you think to uſe me without diſctetion, when this day I am 
come to the years of it. ä 55 

Plot. Well ſaid, Mr Anthony, this is ſpoken and re- 
ſolv'd like one of my ſcholars; hang the name and office 
of Pedagog. ' HM 34 3 5 NS) 8: 5 

Pedag. I hope ſuddenly to ſee you both wear the order 
of the hempen ribband at Tyburn, one for adviſing the 
murder of the father, and the ſon for conſenting toit. Goj 
Mr. Tony, {for ſuch he has made you) quit your father, 
and couple with your godfather, learn from your tutor Plot 
to drink, ſwear, whore, lie and quarrel} he will be an ad- 
mirable teacher of ſuch-modern hatural philoſophy, while I 
dedicate my oil and labour to cultivate the intellectuals of 
Mr. Nicholas, your junior by birth, but your father's heir 
by merit. - | 5 | 

Ant. Doſt thou hear all this Jack? „ 
Pedag. Do, Mr. Tony, do, *twill be a friendly part in 
you to ſubvert the order of law and nature, and make your 
father's younger ſon your eldeſt brother; *twill be a prettier 
metamorphoſis than any I ever expounded to you out of 
Ovid: alas, pupil mine, I ſee you need the ferula of afflic- 
tion, to drain the boaſted of moiſture in your laſcivious 
palm; the ſalubrious air of Newgate, with the two ante- 
humecting courſes of brown bread, and charity-fragments 
more efficaciouſly on your manners, than all my morals hi- 
therto have done. Ant. runs again to Pedag. 
Ant. Law you there again, Mr. Plot, rather than I 

will venture to be a knight of the order of the tripple-tree, 

be confin'd to a Cittadel garrifon*d with malefactors, and 
daily eat thoſe moſaick-work dinners he mention'd, I will 
abjure all the Plots and Arts in the world. 

Pedag. How, Mr. Anthony, abjure all the arts in the 
world, what then ſhall I teach woof | 

Ant. By this light that's a good one; I meant all the 
Sirnames of the arts, not the ſciences themſelves. 

Pedag. Oh! I cry you mercy. | 
Plot. Nay, in troth, Mr. Tony might ſtill have liv'd with 


g your dullmaniſts, and yet have kept his abjuration, though 
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he had mant it literally. Why, thou impudent miſ-teach- 
cr of youth, 9 I not know thou art good at nothing but 
wenching, and ſo good at that, as even the old houſe-keep-- 


er Goody Winifred had been forc'd by, thee, had not her 


own willingneſs accepted the courte ſy.- You courted Mrs.“ 


Nell, and Mrs. Nan, and entered*into a confedracy with 


them, to ſeduce Mr. Tony's mother-in-law; and that in- 
dentures tripartite are ſign'd and ſeal'd, and delivered be- 
fore witneſſes, that as foon as thou haſt gotten · the aſcendant, 
ever. the lady, you three will rule the family deſpotically; 
eny this if thou canſt. Look now, Mr. Tony, how like 
a !heep-biter-he looks. (Ant. runs to Plobs ſide. 

Ant. Ah ha, doctor Targuin, are theſe. your morals ? 
would you cornute my father, whore my mother-in-law?” 
and toa& this ſet up a tiiumvirate? 'Slid, I have broke 
Priſſion's head, and call'd an aſſociation of three, whereof 
two are maids, or at lea't ſhould be a triumvirate, forſooth. 
How that Phallaris would have tormented me with this bull, 
had he not been depoſed c'er I had calved it. But Jack, 
what proofs, evidences and teſtimonies, of this conſpiracy. 
J wiſh I have not committed credulity. 

Plot. Is not his ſilence confeſſion? Do you not ſee ch is 
univerſity profeſſor, which pretends to know every tongue 
has loſt the uſe of his own: 

Pedag. You -ſhaii find I have not, for I will inſtantly 
run and peach you to Sir Timothy. 

[Offers to go haflily out, but is ſlapped by Plot, who- 
offers to ſearch his pockets... 

Blot. Will you ſo, Doctor Wencher? I will therefore 
firſt rifle your pockets, where I will get better evidences 
againſt you than all your oaths will be againſt us. 

Pedag. What rob a man in his own chamber? I knew 
you were good at it on the high-way. Help, help Mr. 
Anthony, remember acceſſaries are principles: I charge 
you in the protector's name, to reſcue i innocence from op- 
preſſion, or elſe I'Il peach you-with him. 2 

Ant. By my life, I will not run the hazard and ſcandal 
of being peach'd.by him, I may loſe a better eſtate by it 
than thou canſt intail on me for being thy ſecond. | 
. Pedag. Well faid, my Wiſe Pupil, ſtick to me now, and 
111 give thee a verbal oblivion for all that's paſt. 

Ant. Why then I'Il ſtick as cloſe. to thee as the horns. 


do to a cuckold. | e Pedag. 
| Plot. 
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L had been e er now a Scaliger, junior. 
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Pilot. Art thou mad, why! tell you, he has at this inſtant 
in his pocket, all the articles and deeds I mentioned, and 


if we do not now recover them he'll ruin us both; but if we 
do, thou ſhalt henceforth ride the beaſt, thy tutor, with a 


portbit, caveſon, a muzzle robe, three girts and a ſuſſingle. 


*Slid, I fay I now fight for thy privileges and freedom; on 
my life I tell thee true. | 
Ant. And on my life then, I will in a trice change my 


Hide; and thus I begin the civil war. Ant. kicks Pedag. then 


holds him while Plot rifles his left packet of a parch- 
ment, which he flings to Ant, 
Plot. There's thy Magna Charta, Anthony. 
Pedag. Help. help, murder, murder. | 
Sir Timothy within, Who's that cries murther, in my 
ſon's chamber? | 5 
Pedag. Tis poor Pedagog ! Help, help. | 
Ant. *Slid, 'tis my father's voice, I hear him coming, 
Jack, I am undone. — 
Plot to Ant. I warrant you. 6 
To Pedag. Lie down inſtantly and ſprawl; oppoſe not 
whatever I ſay, and I'll not ſhew Sir Timothy the Articles: 
elſe by all my hopes I will. [ Pedag falls, and lies ſprawling 
on the ground. 1 
Enter Sir TIMOTHV and his LapyY. 
Sir Tim. What's the matter ? Who cry'd Murder here, 
and call'd for help ? | | 
Plot. Alas, Sir, as I was hearing Mr. Anthony make an 
excellent declamation in Greek | poor Mr. Pedagog, I 
think charm'd with the raptures of it, ſuddenly ſtarted up, 
cry'd murder and help, and immediately fell into a fit of 
the falling ſickneſs; in which fee how he lies ſprawling. _ 
Ant. J proteſt, Sir, he half frighted me, his eyes ſo roll'd 


in his head, he look'd fo ghaſtly, and ſo ſtruggl'd with us 


that came to help him, as he could not have uſed us worſe, 
had we come even to rifle his pockets z but I hope the fit 
does mitigate. 5 5 
Plot. Let's rub his temples, for he begins to breath. 
[ Plat whiſpers to him. 
That's a good boy, thou'lt make a rare ſcholar, for thou 
haſt learnt a moſt hard leſſon in the twinkling of an eye. 
Ant. whiſpers to him. Ah, tutor, had I been but half ſo 
apt to learn under you, as you are to be taught under me, 


Sr 
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Fir Tim. Alas, poor Mr. Pedagog, I never knew that 
he was ſubject to this diſeaſe. | -— 

Lady. Indeed, huſband, now I remember it, Goody Wi- 
nifred told me, that one day, when Mr. Pedagog had 
over-laboured himſelf, ſhe found him inclin'd to the in- 
firmity called the falling ſicæneſs; which is very troubleſome 
to the party himſelf, and to thoſe he has to do with. 

Plot. Pray, madam, leave him to our care, I dare half 
promiſe you we'll ſoon ſet him right again, by the help of 
Goody Winifred. 85 | 

Lady. Come, huſband, let's leave him to their manage- 


ment, for you know we have ſcarce time enough to pre- 
pare for the entertainment, which is to celebrate your ſon 


Anthony's being to day of full age. 
Sir Tim. I would he were come to diſcretion, as well as 
to the years of it. [Exit Sir Timothy and Lady. 
Ant. Hold, thou quondom tyrant, dareſt thou peep up 


thy muzzle before I have ſpoken my ſpell in verſe and rhyme? 


Thou who doſt pretend ſuch ſtrictneſs, 
Yet counterfeits the falling ſicknefs: 
Thou, who e' er thou wert diſcover'd, 
O'er my breech with birch ſtill hover'd; 
By this indenture tripartite, * 
Ils charge thee leap up like a ſpright. Pedag leaps up. 
Pedag. You ſee, gentlemen, I obey, and if you will be 
ſecret, | ſolemnly promiſe that the credit J have with Sir 
Timothy and his Lady, I will always employ to act yours, 
and Mr. Anthony's ends. | 
Ant. But what ſecurity of performance, diſciple mine? 
for fo | will chriſten you, having had the honour to teach 
you this good temper you are now in. 


Pedag. Any ſecurity you will deſire ; name it, and I will 


give it. | | 
Ant. Firſt ſwear by the tripartite indenture you made. 
Pedag. Tis done. 5 5 

Ant. Then as ſome ſlight pennance for your crime, I con- 
fine you for ten nights in ſequence to Goody Winifred's 
embraces. Os 


Plot. You ſee your late pupil is not a ſevere judge, for 
Goody Winifred is a pretty buckſome girl, for one of her age. 
Ant. Then cry up my proficiency in learning to my fa- 
ther; and when he puts his ear to the key-hole of your clo- 
ſet, to liſten what we are doing, cry aloud, adinirably we! 


declaim'd 
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dec claim'd Mr. Anthony; I ſwear if you procen at this rate 
you'll be a miracle. 

Pedag. I never taught you h ing. 

Ant. Not with Goody Winifred? I thank you, that learn- 
ing you reſerved to yourſelf. 

Plot. Slight, does he ſcruple at any conditions you think 
fit to honour him with. 

Ant. Ves, marry daes he, he has taught me a thouſand 
times to lie with him, while I was his ſcholar, and he will 
not learn to lye, once for me now he's mine; he's an im- 
pudent rogue. 

Plot. Ah, ha! is he at chat lock already ? why then, 
lend me your cane. 

Ant. Here, take it, and if it be to:beftow it on his ſhould- 
ers, I with it were of lignum vitæ for their ſakes. 

Pedag. I beſeech you, ſir, forgive me, I will do whatever 
you will. 

Plot. I'll try his converſion : come, little Ped. come 
aloft over this cane, for Mr. Anthony's ſake ; quickly, I 
fay, or the cudgel ſhall come aloft over you 

[ Ped leaps over a faffe 
Face about as you were. [ Leaps back again. 

Ant. *Snigs tutor, why among all my exerciſes did you 
not teach me this, for I perceive you underſtand it much 
better than any you endeayoured to inſtruct me in. 

Pedag, I hope you are ſatisfy'd I'll obey you | in every 
thin 

425 Soft, a wiſe ſcholar can never have too many proofs 
of his tutor's obedience; therefor e Jack, „give me the cudgel. 
And now, Domine Peg, yau muſt rehearſe mutatis mutan- 
dis your leſſor to me, which Jack Plot taught you; I am 
his uſher, and you muſt come aloft again, and for whoſe 
ſake do you egy 

Pedag. Alas! Mr. Anthony, how can I gueſs ? 

Ant. 1 will inform you then: *Tis e'en for your pretty 
miſtreſs Goody Winifred ; ſhe has made you come aloft; for 
| her, and now [I but intreat you to do it for her ſake. 

Pedag. Shall this be the epilogue to iny torment then? 

Ant. No capitulation pupil, but perform your exerciſe, 

Plot. Leap cheerfully, my boy, and then l'Il get thee a 
play day. 

3 = | R 
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Pedag. Well, ſince it muſt be, hold forth the rack—hey 
for Goody Winifred. [ He leaps backwards and forwards. 
Plot. What noiſe is that within? [ Atrampling ꝛvithin. 
Ant. Run Preceptor and ſee. [ Peg. runs out. 
Plot. Now we are alone, are you not in love with either 
Mrs. Philadelphia, or Mrs. Iſabella? come confeſs the truth. 

Ant. Why then on my virginity I am in love with both. 

Plot. Both ! Why never any man was in love with two 
women at once. 

Ant. I proteſt to you, Mr. Plot, I have ſo large a nee: 
that I verily think I could be in love with twenty two wo- 
men at once. But prithee tell me how I may give Cudden 
the go by; he is an inſolent rogue, to dare even this morn- 
ing to court both my miſtreſſes at once 
Plot. T'll tell thee then, your two miſtreſſes hate a cow- 
ard, and Cudden, to my knowledge, is the I 1 in 
nature. 

Ant. aſide. I would the contrary were not true to my 
knowledge: but art thou certainly ſure he is fo Jack ? 

Plot. I am, I tell thee again; now do you put ſome af- 
front on him before me, and I will relate it to them ſo hugely 
to thy advantage, as they ſhall abhor him and dote on thee. 

Art. But a peſcods on it, what if he ſhould ftrike me for 
affronting him; for I muſt tell you, I would be loath to . 
kill my kinſman. - 

Plot. He ſtrike you! No, he'll thank you in his heart, 
if after you have affronted him you do not ſtrike him for 
enduring it fo patiently. 

Ant. Nay then by the maſs, have at him, the very next 
time I ſet eye of him tho? it were in the church, for I am 
reſolv'd to kick him down ſtairs where &er I meet him. 

Enter PEDAGoG haſfily. | 

Pedag. The noiſe you heard, was made by Mr. Cudden 
who | found leading Mrs Iſabella by one hand, and Mrs. 
PhiladeJphia by t' other, to their chamber, zfter their morn- 
ing's walk, 2nd having finiſhed his complement to them, he 
is now coming to viſit Mr. Anthony. 

Plot. Rather to inſult over him; but now my. bully, that 
the injury is ſreſh, ſtrike while the iron's hot. 

Ant, Dcar tutor, prithee tell me, and tell me truly, has 
he neither ſ word, Dagger, knife nor ſtick. 

Ant, takes Ped. a little aſide. 
| Pedag. 
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Pedag. Not one of them I aſſure you. 

Ant. Why then, Jack, as ſoon as ever he eomes into the 
_ room Tl affront him, in ſuch a way as never yet any gen- 
tleman was; but Jack, if there be need will you ſtick 
to me! 

Plot. J engage my word 1 will. 

Ant. Nay, ſwear you will, for words are but wind. 

Plot. Why then, I ſwear J will. 
£xuter Mr.-CunDEn who pulls off his bat and ſalutes 

Mr. ANTHONY. 

Cudd. Good morrow couſin Anthony. 

Ant. Good morrow not. 

[Keeping on his hat and Arutting by him. 

Cudd. Good morrow not! what do you mean by that ? 

Ant. Know. he that of thoſe words does make a doubt, 

Let him fit down-and pk the meaning out. 
I think Jack ! I. have laid it on home, for I have affronted 
him in proſe andy verſe,; nay, and in rhyme too. 

Cudd. Why. if you be that look, ungood morrow to you, 
Mr. Anthony. 

[ Cudden pr 4 on his hat, puts his arms in k:mbow, and ſiruts. 

Ant. Adviſe me now, dear ſack; what to do, for I am 
Jurpriz'd to find he fights with me at my own weapons; 
do you mark too whe a : ſurly look the rafcal has put on? 

Plot Piſh man!] you ride the fore-horſe ſtil] ; for you gave 
him the good morrow not, znd he afterwards anly gave you 
the ungood morrow. [was you ſtruck the firſt blow, 
mark that, whereby you have got the punctual of honour, 
and be ſure you keep it as bravely as you gain'd it. 

Ant. And why ungood morrow coufin mine ? 

Cudd. And why good morrow not, with a vengeance 
to you uts himſelf in «© buffing poſture. 

Ant. And what vath 2 . IE "_ 
you walk alone this mor uing with virs. Philadelphia and 
Mrs. Iſabella? | 

Cudd. Why, I teli thee, one of them is my miſtreſs. 

Ant. And | tell thee both of them are my miſtreſſes; and 
good morrow not, is niy way of ſaluting a rival. Jack, 
Mo lik'ſt thou that rep-irtee, I think it eas PRI 
enough ? 

Plot. Twas quick and ſhaup; precced: hut as thou . 
degan and the victo: ry is thine. [I. I biuę him en the back 
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Enter Mr. ARr. | ] 


Ant. Which of them is thy miſtreſs? 
Cudd. I ſcorn to tell thee. 


Ant. And ] ſcorn to tell thee which of them, both are my 


two miſtreſſes; and there's a rowland for your oliver, with 
a murrain to you. 

Cudd. And there's a box * your ear, with a hare's head 
againſt your Gooſe's giblets, and a horſe box to boot too. 

| [Cudd, offers to ſtrite Ant. who leaps back; crying (remem- 

ber your oath Fach) Ped. interpoſes, and holds him. 

Art, For ſhame! what, quarrel among yourſelves, and 
being kinſmen too? 


Pedag. I muſt call in the two ſhe conſtables, elſe we 


may have a fray. Exit Pedag. 

Cudd. What a duce had he to do with my miſtreſs? 

Ant. And what, a double duce, had he to do with my 
two miſtreſſes? 

Art. Nay, Mr. Anthony, there you are unreaſonable, one 
miſtreſs at once is enough in all conſcience; and ſince there 
are a couple of handſome ladies, methinks it were fair that 
each of you ſhould have one. 

Ant. Give you, good morrow, Mr. Art; and pray how 
reaſonable 1s it that Cudden ſhould confine me in my 
amours ? I am ſure if it be fit that a gentleman who is no 
ſcholar, ſhould have one ſweet-heart, a gentleman that is a 
ſcholar ſhould have two, one for his gentility's ſake, and 
one for his learning ſake; and this, in one word, Mr. Art, 
is the ſtate of our caſes. 

Art. What fay you to this, Mr Cudden? I confeſs, Mr. 
Anthony has now put a pretty univerſity-varniſh on his 
pretence, 

Cudd. Alas, poor freſhman! he a ſcholar? You ſhall ſee 
Il poſe him inſtantly. Come, Doctor Tony, what's Latin 


for a calve?s-head? Quickly quickly. 


Ant. Fora calve's hcad? 

Cudd. Yes, for a calyc*s-head, I tell you again. 

Ant. Why 'tis C-put-Cudden Ker here's a bob for him, 
Jack. You fee learned Mr. Cudden, I can ſpeak Latin 
when I am put tot. 

Cudd, Prithee tell me, Tom, is S ned. 


Latin for a calve's-head? ? [70 Art. 


”” | of 
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At. Why, do you not find he has put the calve's-head 

on your ſhoulders, and in Latin too? 
Cudd. Ah, ha! has he fo? Vil make him for it, in plain 
Engilſh, eat a piece of his neat's- tongue. 
| [ Cudd. flies at Ant. and is ſtopt by Art and Plot. 
Plot. Hold, hold. . | 
Art. Nay, this is not fair, Mr. Cydden : if you would 
ſtrike him, you ſhould do it at the ſame weapons that he 
ſtruck you with. | | 

Ant. By this light, he's an ill-bred clown, and an igno- 
rant one too, that's more; aik me queſtions of my literature, 
and then quarrel - with me for anſwering them; he ſhews 
the only ſchool he was bred in was a fencing one. 

Enter Mrs. PHILADELPHIA and Mrs. ISABELLA. 
Philad, Fie, Mr. Anthony, quarrel on your birth-day ! 
Cudd. Had you not come in, fair ladies, it ſhould have 

been his death's-day too. : 

Jſab. Nay, gentlemen, we muſt then interpoſe our in- 
treaties to prevent man- ſlaughter. 

Ant. I proteſt, Mrs. Iſabella, we were only pickering a 
little in wit; and mine being too ſharp for Cudden, he would 
have fallen to Foco di Mans, as the Italians phraſe. it, which 
being rendered into Engiiſh, is to buffets ; but I beg your 


pardon for a moment. [ Cudd. courts Philadelphia, Anthony 
ſeeing it runs between them, and mates a great many legs ta 


ber; which obliges Cudden, at l.ſt, to retreat to Mrs. Iſabella. 
Ant. Truly, Mrs. Philadelphia, I am ſorry his ſtorms 
hath diſcompos'd your calm, but were it not out ef reſpect 
to you, | would now beat him with my fiſt, as much, as c'er 
you came in, I did with my wit. | 
Philad. That, Mr. Anthony, is the nobler weapon 
by much. Ant. feeing Cudd. court, Iſabella ſays 
nt. I beg your pardon, for a moment. [Then runs and 
docs the like to Cudden in his talking to Iſabella, as he did 
t him when he was courting Philadelphia. 
And as I was telling you, Mrs. Philadelphia, when two 
diſpute to ſhew their parts, he that does metamorphoſe the 
argument into a fray, evidences, he does more depend on 
the ſtrength of his body, than on the ſtrength of his brain? 
I beg your pardon for a moment again. | Anthony ſing 
Cudden court Mrs. Philadelphic runs thither, ard docs 
the like apain to Caddie n. | 


C44, 
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Cud. This is the third time you have played me this 
Horſe-trick, if you do it a fourth time, I will play you a 
Horſe- trick and kick you. [Cud. goes off again to Philad. 

Art. This idle kinſman of mine is always whiſpering to 
me ſome impertinency ; and really, Mrs. Philadelphia, as 
J was ſaying to you, though wit is better than ſtrength, 
yet when reaſon is incapable to operate, force muſt.. I beg 
your pardon once more. ¶ Ant. runs to Cudd n, nd ſerves 
him the like trick again, kicking Cudden's fhins, by the legs 
he makes to Philadeiphia ; at which Mr. Cudden ſceming 
inraged, kicks Anthony on Mrs. Philadelphia, jaying, 

Ant. Hey-day, this is pretty in faith; for fear I ſhould 
beat him, he puſhes me on my miſtreſs. Well, that favour 
ſhall atone my wrath for this time. | 

Philad. For ſhame, Mr. Cudden, kick Mr. Anthony! 

Cud. Why, Madam, did he kick me? ' 

Ant. I kick him! I vow, Ladies, I ſcorn to dehle my 
Feet fo much, as to make them kiſs Cudden's backſide. 

{/ab. I'll be judged by all the company, if Mr. Anthony | 
was doing any thing but only making legs to Mrs. Phila- 
delphia. : | „„ 

Cud. They were, at once, legs to her, and kicks to me, 

Ant. I am reſolved to pay my civilities to her, whatever 
effects they may produce upon any body, Couſin mine, 
It is dangerous to ftand behind a cannon when it is fired; 
for though it be meant to do moſt execution forwards, yet 
the reverſe of it is fatal to thoſe who ſtand in the way of it. 

Cud. Thou a cannon ! thou art not ſo much as a poc- 
ket-piſtol. e | . i 

Philad. Nay, if you are falling to your fire-works, it is 
time to part you. Come, Mr. Anthony, I'll take you out 
of ſhot. 5 8 3 ö 

Jſab. And you, Mr. Cudden, I will remoye from this 
battery, leſt the reverſe of Mr. Anthony's carriage ſhould 
gall your ſhins again. [Ex. Cudd. and Ant. looking 

| 1 big at en: another. 

Plot. The certain way to keep thoſe two dunghill-cocks 
from offcring to fight, is to let them have nobody in fight 
to part them. : 

Art. Right, Jack. | 

And now, methinks our Toils are fo well ſet, 


That what thoſe Curs but hunt we two ſhall get. 
| | E unt. 
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Enter AxTt, PLoT, Mrs. BETTY, aud Mas. Na. 


Plot. Ag, my dear Betty and Nan, you both deſerve 
to rule a ſtate you contrive ſo admirably. 

Art, But prithee, how could you two fool Pedagog 
into that triple indenture ? 

| Betty, I dare undertake to fool him into an hundred 
things, ſooner than wiſe him into one thing. 

Nan, Tis the moſt amorous Domine that ever weighed 
ata ſmock; as well can teſtify Dame Winifred. He that 
could make addreſſes to ſuch a damſel, I thought could be 
lured by a petticoat worn by whatever fleſh and blood of 
leſs than fifty years growth. "Therefore we made our aunt 
believe, that if on all occaſions ſhe looked lovingly upon 
him, and ſmiled at every jeſt he thinks he makes, *twould 
render him ſo abſolutely a creature of hers, as ſhe might, 
by his aſſiſtance, bring Sir Timothy from his reſolution of 


_ marrying his ſon Tony, and his nephew Cudden, to Phi- 


ladelphia and Iſabella, and then we knew *twould be no hard 
buſineſs to get thoſe two Solomons for our husbands, nor 
thoſe two pretty gentlewomen for your worſhip's wives. 

Betty. Which was a work to be deſpaired of, while the 
grammarian was not bought off: firſt, becauſe he is Sir 
Timothy's helm, and ſicers him as he lifts: ſecondly, he 
would obſtruct our marriage with any others, becauſe he 
himſelf is in love with both of us. 

Plot. In love with both of you together? 

Nan. No, no, with both of us aſunder. 

Nell. She ſays right, for when we are together, he has 
no eyes for either; but when either of us are alone with 
him, the picture of a Tarquin raviſhing of a Lucretia, 
ſeems but a Carthuſian compared to the rampant Domine. 

Nan, But that which I take worſe than his being in love 
with us is, that he makes me the very fame vows, ſighs, 
and compliments, whici he makes my couitn Mall. 

Nell. So that his courtſhip to Nan is but a duplicate of 
his to me; 2 very counterpart, 1 affure you. 

Nan. And if you ſaw how categorically he wooes, 


how regularly he is in his major, Eis minor, and his con- 


cluſion, *twould make one abjure making uſe of logick , 
at leaſt in pleadings of love. | : | . 


Nell. 


ter, Mr. Calle n hunting full er, after) ou zhe is as ſul- 
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| Nell. Now my aunt having ſwallowed our advices, has 
ſo well acted her part, as ſhe drew this ſyntaxis to ſign 
the triple-league, of which J gave you notice, Mr. Plot, 
and in what pocket he carried it; where J am glad you 
found it. : | 
Nan. But his fit of the falling ſickneſs, and the tyranny. 
of ſquire Tony over him, were pieces of mirth, which we 
ieve we were not eye-witneſles to. | 


Plot. There will be enough to follow, to conſole you for 


that loſs. | N 
Art. I am ſure I grieve more, that two ſuch ingenious 


and handſome gentlewomen ſhould take all this pains ta 


marry a couple of fools. SEE | 
Nan. There will be enough to follow, to conſole us too. 


Why I tell you, Mr. Art, I had rathertmarry a rich fool, 


than a rich wiſe man. | 

Nell. So had I, I proteſt, ſince *tis better to be the mo- 
narch than the ſubject. | | 

Plot. You have half convinced me I confeſs, | 

Art. Nay, you have wholly convinced me ; but are 
you agreed who ſhall have who ? = AER . 

Nell. Since marriage is a chance, let them e'en take 
theirs; their eſtates are alike, and that's the only thing in 
which we are for equality. | = 

Art. But Cudden is a ſurly fool. 

Nan. 1 wiſh, therefore, he may be my province, for I 
ſhould think it a very unconſcionable thing to have the ab- 
ſolute management of 2 good eſtate, without being put to 
ſome labour in the doing it, | 5 

Nell. And for ſquire Tony, if I fall to be his ſpouſe, and 
and I do not make him come aloft whenever I hold forth, 
and as nirably as be made Domine Ped, do it this morning, 
happy man he his dole. 82 . 

Plot: Happy woman be your dole, if you can do what 


you ſay. 


Art. But now, that all our ſcruples are ſatisfied, which 
ſprung from our reſpects to your, let us fall .roundly - 


to our quadruple deſigns. | [ Enter Trick, 


Plot. What news, Trick? | | 
Trick. Mr. Art, | have been ſeeking you this half hour. 
Art. Why, what's the matter? Re 


Trick. A word in your ear, Sir. There's my ma. 


len 
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len as a colt that's newly haltered, and nothing but his 
eating Mr, Anthony's heart, with a grain of falt, can lay 
bis fury. in one word, you mult be his ſecond, and carry 
the fatal letter of defiance ; you know the affiont. 

Art. With what weapons will he fight ? 

Trick, E'en at baſket-hilt cudgels, the weapons he was 
bred up to; and he has choſen ſuch a tough one out of his 
grandfather's arſenal, and ſo much knotiier than any caſe 
amongſt the civilians, or ſchool-men, that if he lights on 
Mr. Anthony's pate, the ſurgeons will think him wound- 
ed with a Geneva preſs, the letters at one printing will be 
ſo ſmall and many. | | 

Art. At cudgels you ſay ? 

Trick. Yes, at cudgels ; for he has forſworn to fight at 
ſharps. But, Sir, I beſeech you make haſte, for I left him 
practiſing to fence againſt Hercules in the hangings, whom 
he has ſo unmercifully thraſhed with his ſtraw-hilted flail 
that as you love the good ſuit of tapeſtry, fly to its reſcue 

Art, Tell him I will be with him immediately. [Ex. Tr. 

Plot. What's the matter? | | 

Art, I am ſent for to be Cudden's ſceond againſt ſquire 
Tony. „ ; 

x; 4 And if ever there were a merrier duel ſeen, I'll be 
content. But here comes Tony- away women, we muſt 

not be ſeen together, but for ſixpence a piece you ſhall 

be ſpectators of the combat. | | 

Nell. Tis be too dear a bargain, [Ex. Art, Nell & Nan. 

Enter ANTHONY, laughing. 

Plot. What's the matter, Mr. Anthony, that you are 
ſo jocoſe? 1 5 e 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha- Was there ever, Jack, fo ingeni- 
-ous an affront put upon a rival, as I put upon Cudden? 1 
could not imagine (for I am no witch I proteſt) which of 
my two miſtreſſes he was in love with, and therefore, 
whichſoever of them he talked with, I ftill, engineer like, 
interpoſed, and made uſe of my legs to ſalute, at once, the 
lady, and kick the rival. *Tis a new invention of my 
own, and reſembles killing two birds with one ſtone. 

Plot. If the feet be ſo ingenious, what muſt the head be, 
that did actuate them ſo dexterouſly? Well go your 
ways for Cap-a-pee, you have no fellow. 

Ant. Nay, but Jack, the jeſt was, he could not take it 
ill neither, for I affronted him to-hjs face, and yet behind 
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my own Back. Men may talk of their De-Villes and 


their Freetakes, and I know not who; but if this be not 


a new way to make approaches, aſſault the fortreſs, and 
cut of the enemy's relief at onee, ſuy I underſtand not 
caſtramentation. And did you mark, I did it fo cleverly 
that Mrs. Itabella appealed to all the company, whether I 
I had done any thing but ſalute Mrs, Philadelphia. 

Plot. Yet methought Cudden grew angry at laſt: 

Ant, Why I tell thee, *twould have made a ſtatue an- 


gry to have been ſo wo, and not to know at what end to 


pegin his revenge. 

Plat. Pertiaps that made him fall ſo uncivilly on your 
middle, and kick your haunces. 

Ant. That very kick, if it were one, for I hardly felt 
it, was the thing [ rejoic'd at, for it ſhewed him rude and 
unjuſt, I tell thee he's a loſt man thereby. 

Enter ART. 


Art. M r Waben I come with ſuch reluctancy to de- 


liver a meſtage to you, but my honour being concerned to 
ſerve my friend, I muſt tell it you; yet, had I not been 
pre- engaged by him, I would as willingly have ſerved you. 
Ant. What friend, and what meſſage Mr. Art? Pray 
ſpeak unenigmatically. 9 
Art. Why, then, Sir, in plain Engliſh, my friend is 
Mr. Cudden, and my meſſage is to invite you to the field, 
| that there he may waſh off the affront you did him in your 
chamber. | 


Plot. Mr. Art, I am glad you bring this challenge to 


Mr. Anthony, when J am preſent, twill fave him the pains 


to ſeek a ſecond : offer him my ſervice: we'll meet you. 
Name the arms, the time, and the place, 

A't. Soft, Mr. Plot; no haſte, To to catch fleas, two 
- words to a bargain; what affront Mr. Art, does cauſe this 
invitation to fight? 

Plot. Slid, why do you aſk ? "Tis oduſe enough that 
he does challenge you. 4 

Ant. It may be ſo, and it may be not fo, for doors 


ſornetimes differ; ſo many men fo many minds. What al- | 


front did I to him, I ſay ? 
Art, Why Sir, you kicked him. | 
Ant. Pray Mr. Art, we ſhall diſpute the better, when 


we 1} agreed upon the terms. Therefore define what a 
1 1 


Art | 
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Art. The cleareſt way of defining a thing is to demon- 
ſtrate its You did thus to him [Kicks him. 
Ant. I hold you twenty pounds of it. and, be judged by 
Mr. Plot, for 1 never yerked my foot forward. all the while 
J was in the room, as Mrs. Iſabella very honeſtly ob- 
ſerved; but 1 yerked it backward to ſalute Mrs. Phila- 
delphia. | : | 
Art. Why that made the affront the more inſupportable : 
Had you kicked him forward, that had been done like a 
man: but to kick him backward was like a horſe, _ 
Ant. What did he in harm's way then; beſides he ſnews 
his ill-breeding, J made civilly a French leg, and he igno- 
rantly took it for an. Engliſh kick: he is in the wrong, 
Mr. Art, his quarrel's a bad one. | 
Art. You are the likelier to worſt him if his cauſe be ill. 
Ant. But I am too geod a Chriſtian to defign to kill a 
man in a bad quarrel; my anger extends not to damnation. 
But Mr. Art, mark what I fay, if he can find a quarrek 
wherein both of us may be in the right, Flt then meet him 
where e'or he dares : nay,. though it were to fight on the 
top of Paul's ſteeple, and that's a place conſpicuous enough 
of all conſcience, to ſhew our valour in: Is it not Mr. 
Plot? Pray ſpeak your mind freely, for here are none but 
friends. ; HY | | | 2 
Plot. Will nothing move you! I tell you if you do not 
accept the challenge, you will loſe Mrs. Philadelphia and- 
Mrs. Iſabella, for they both abominate a coward. | 
ant. And I abominate killing my coufin; now the 
queſtion: therefore is, which of the two abominations ſhall 
have the precedency; tis worthy two or three days conſi- 
deration at leaft, I afſure you: Mr. Plot. | 
Plot. Come Mr. Anthony, I ſee your ſtomach is ſome- 
what ſqueamiſh. premeditately to- kill your kinſman; and 
therefore I'll anſwer. Mr. Art for you. | | 
Ant. Pray Sir, finee you are fo forward:at anſwering for 
me, anſwer Mr. Cudden for me too.. All or nothing Mr. 
Plot, I beſeech you. | 24 5 
Plot. Well Sir, the time? Art. Immediately. 
Ant. That's very ſhort warning for ſo ſerious a buſineſs 
as fighting for two miſtreſſes. : 
Plot. "The place ? 
Art. Where you will. 


Ani. 
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Ant. Th m 7 father's chamber then; he loves his ſor! 
and his nephew; and therefore the likelier to prevent 


miſchief. 

Pitt. The weapons ? 

Art. Baſket-hilts, with Plymouth blades in 1 1: 

Ant. What are thoſe Plymouth blades, Mr. Plot, cut- 
ters or thruſters? [afide. 

Plot. Neither; 'tis only a modern phraſe for a crab-tree 
cudgell: cheer up, Mr. Anthony; you can have by this 
duel at theſe weapons, but your päte broken, and one 
wound is the leaſt you can endure for your love. | 

Ant. Lord! how haltily you run away with things; I 
tell you, Mr. Plot, I have endured two wounds already for 
my love, one from Mrs. Philadelphia, and the other from 
Mrs. Iſabella; why a duce then would you have me ven- 
ture for a third: Slid I think you take me for à Papiſt, 
that would have me do works of ſupererogation: I tell 
you, Sir, 1 am a Proteſtant, and deteſt all ſuch Romiſh 


tricks. 
Plot. You have indeed endured two wounds from them ; 


but you muſt venture one for them, tis 1 tell you what 


you owe your love. 
Ant. But will love pay for my dreſſing when I am hurt; 


for you know my father allows me nothing for idle ex- 
pences? 
Plot. O Sir! love's an excellent forgeon; | 

Ant. I can hardly believe it; for he is a boy and blind, 
and a ſurgeon ought to have experience and good 328 
Art. f hen endure it for your honour. 

Ant. Honour ſaid you! Why in one word, I think 
honour is the greateſt make-bate in the would: let one 


quarrel for love, drink, revenge, or ambition, and ho- | 


nour . whiſpers in his ear Tay, gentlemen, fight, and lag 


it is for my ſake, 
Plot. to Ant. Mr. Atlas Hark! There is juſt now 


2 notion come into my head that I am ſure will pleaſe you, 


it will make you come off with honour. 
Ant. I, Mr. Plot, come off with honour, has a moſt me- 
lodious ſound; but to go on for honour I deteſt ; it grates 


my ears worſe than a miſtreſſes denial: 


Pcot. Mr. Art, IT aſſure you, all that Mr. Anthony hes | 


aid was firſt to ſhew his wit, then his good-nature to his 
kinſman. 


\ 


\ 
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kinſman. And now if you will walk a turn or two by 
yourſelf, I dare promiſe you he ſhall g ve a ſignal evidence 
of his valJour. + | | 1 
Art. I obey you, Sir: but I beſeech you be ſhort, fer 
my friend is very impatient. 3 . 
Ant. Law you there now, Mr. Plot, who a devil would 
have to do with an impatient man, if he could avoid it! 
and it is that only that I endeavour, and yet you would 
hinder me. | | 
Plot. Hear me ere you condemn me, and obſerve well. 
what | fay.; by the laws of duels------- | 
Ant. Why are there any laws for duels; I thought all 
the laws had been againſt « 5M 5 | 
Plot. Tis true, the Ratute laws are againſt them; but 
the common law, that is cuſtom, has made it the mode, 
that the challenged is to appoint the weapons, not the 
Challenger. | „ 
Ant. I heartily thank you for this information; for ſince 
he has broken the laws, that's a fair excuſe to have no far- 
ther correſpondency with him. I hate to have to-do with a 
lawlęſs man; pray tell Mr. Art ſo from me, and then 1 
am come off with ho:our, as you promiſed me; your ſer- 
vant good, Mr. Plot. 1 
Plot. Nay, Mir. Anthony, do but ſtay, and hear me out 
on this ſubji ct. : | 
Ant. I proteſt, Sir, I have heard too much already on 
this ſubject: if therefore you will diſcqurſe on ſome new 
matter = for you, or elſe your ſcrvant, as! faid before. 
Plot. But you ſhall ſtay and hear me out, for it concerns 
your ſafety and your reputation; I lays ſince he has named 
cudgels, tye him to thoſe weapons for his offenſive arms, 
and then you ſhall name guns for yours. % 
Ant. I underſtand you, and the notion is ingenious I 
confeſs : But Mr. Plot- - | os a . 1 
Plot. But what? Ant. But----- Troth I am aſhamed 
to tell you. | | ES oe 
Plot. Come, come, be not aſhamed, tell your friend 
any thing. „ | . 
Ant. Why faith, Sir, T more fear to diſcharge a gun in 
my own hand, than a cudgel in my couſin Cudden's : but 
there 1s on a ſudden a moſt admirable notion come into my 
on head, and I am in labour till I am delivered of it to 
you : It is to chuſe long bows and arrows; by this 1 
| 3 : cou 
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could pelt him at that ſport; for J am an excellent markſ- 
man, and I no more fear to ſhoot an arrow out of a. bow, 


N {rough I fay it that ſhould not) than I now do, Mr. Pe- 


Plat. Excellently well contrived, I am ſure you have 
aver reached him now. . 
Ant. What! Did you think I have been a ſcholar for 

Plot. L'Il call Mr. Art then, and tell him you'll meet 
his friend. 5 5 
Ant. Stay a little: You are fo forward: as he has 
named his offenſive arms, and I have choſen mine; fo I 
hope I may wear defenſive arms too, though he has not 
the diſcretion to think of them. 

Polt. What do you mean by defenſive arms? 

Ant. Why J mean back, breaſt and pot; for in affairs 
of love, life and death, a man cannot be too circumſpect. 

May I not wear armour, think you, Mr. Plot? 

Phot. You may, you may, ſince he has not had the rore- 
caſt to bar it. | Fob 


Ant. I would have been loath elſe to have ventured this 


good natural head-piece of mine ta his battoon, without 
an artificial caſe to preſerve it: and now a fig for his Ply- 
mouth blades. Call him, am reſolved; nor thall thy flayl, 
O, Cuz! reſiſt---and ſo forth. 3 

Plot. Come nearer Mr. Art, my friend Mr. Anthony 
will now make good what I engaged he ſhould. 

Art. I expected no leſs. e I 

Ant. Yes, marry will I, Sir: tell your challenger, from 
me, though it is my birth-day, which might diſpenſe with 
my now acceptance of his cartel, yet I'll meet him at the 
Lawrel-tree within this hour: that's the place I appoint 
for our duel, that as ſoon as I am victorious, I may, Roman 
conqueror-like, have at hand wherewith to crown any 
brows. „ | | = 

Art. You will meet him too with a baſket-hilt cudgel 
only. gh ng 35 

Aut. Soft, Sir, that bargain's yet to make: he has choſen - 

kis weapons, and I'll cauſe mine; and 'tis but lex talionis 
that | ſhovid. 4-2. Slid, for aught I know you may come | 
with muſquetoons. Ait. No, I hate ſuch odds. 1 
. : | 7 Anf. 
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Art. Or, with a Spaniſh pike, or a long Engliſh quarter- 
ſtaff. Ant. No, on the reputation of a dueliſt. 

Art. What weapons then will you bring with you? 

Ant. That time ſhall evidence; but yet to finiſh this 
needleſs parley, I engage to bring no arms, I mean offen- 
five (mark that Jack) but what ſhall be of wood, and ra- 
ther ſhorter than longer than his. 

Art. I am ſatisfy'd. Mr. Plot, you'll be Mr. Anthony's: 
ſecond. Plot. Moſt willingly. 

Ant. No, Sir, he ſhall be none of my Sind I'd have 
you know I am oid enough to fight my own quarrel. 

Art. But I ſhall ſtand idle then. 

Ant. Idle do you call it, I think looking on while an 


are fighting is an employment, and no ill one neither. 


Plat. But, Sir, *tis the mode. 

Ant. Would thoſe were at Jericho that brought it firſt 
up, becauſe Mr. Cudden and 1 have, perhaps, no mind to 
xill ourſelves. Mr Plot and Mr Art, that are good friends,. 
and therefore have no mind to kill one another, muſt do it; 

for 'tis tue mode, forſooth, of all French fatbions, and there 
are many bad enough in all conſcience; this is the very worſt: 
Pray, would you not think the univerſity mad, it, becauſe 
two doctors diſpute, all their friends ſhould do ſo too at the 
ſame time: away, I fay I'll have no fighting with ſeconds. 

Art. You have rea aſon, I confeſs, and fo 1 leave you, gen- 

tlemen [Exit Art. 

Ant. Let him riddle me, riddle me what I meant, Jack; 1 
think I worded my anſwer artificially. $ 

Plot. A delphian prieſt could not unfold. your meanings, 
af yet your words were very ſimple. 

Ant. Why, in that conſiſted, the exquiſitneſs of my ex- 
preſſions: but little will Cudden dream, a wooden arrow, 
which is ſhorter than his cudgels, will reach him a hundred 
yards off. But dear Jack, by ſome device or other get Mrs, 
Iſabella and Mrs Philadelphia to walk by chance chat way 
to be ſpectators of our combat. Ah, how 'twill animate me! 

Plot. I'll do my belt to bring them: fareyrel. n bow- 
man bold. 

Aut. F arewel my ſecond that would have 1258 

[Exit ſeveral ways. 
Enter "a Truorkv, his Labs and MR. PRDA COG. 

Sir Tim. Ipriteſt, you amaze and raviſh me at once. 

Mr. Pedagog; for you were ſtill complaining how unapt 


my ſon Anthony was tg learn when he was in his ſtudy. 
02 _ 
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| + Lay. Nay, and how difficult it was to get him thither. 

. Ped. All this is right forſooth; but I did it in mere po- 
licy: For pia fraus is lawful, as the learned have determi- 
ned: I know when once a young gentleman comes to the 
age of diſcretion, farewel books and learning for ever after ! 
and therefore I did make the more complaints, that when 
he came to be of ripe years, he might be ot a ripe underſtand- 

ing tod: which now I do aſſure you he is——Arithmetic, 
philoſophy, algebra, metaphyſicks, mathematicks, &c. 
all which he hath run through, I can tell your worſhip, 
with joy: he underftands Hebrew, Syriack, Arabick, nay, 
and the Tutonick, as well as I do. Yi Yo 

Sir Tim. Well, Mr. Pedagog, ſince I am not able to ex- 
amine him myſelf in any of thoſe arts or languages, I will 
take your word for them all. 5 . 

Lady. But ſince Mr. Pedagog has done fo well for your 
ſon, you ſhould do as well for Mr. Pedagog, and now a 
happy occaſion is offered you; for, Mr. Philpot the old in- 
cumbent of che pariſh of Fything, is going the way of all 
fleſh, and therefore let me intreat that you would preſent 
this good man to that benefice, which is your gift. 

Sir Tim. I thank you heartily for minding me of it. 

Yes, Mr. Pedagog, as ſoon as Mr. Philpot is carried down | 
into the grave, you ſhall-aſcend his pulpit; ſo you can but 
paſs the tryers, which you may the better do, having ne- 
ver taken orders? | bg . 

Pied. I humbly thank your honour and my lady. | 
Sir Tim. But hark you, Mr. Pedagog; I will make the 
ſame bargain with you as I made with your predeceſſor, 
which is, that you ſhall not preach above half an hour, no, 
not on a faſt day, which Mr. Philpot was ſo careful not to 
break, as he would never preach at all: and that ſhew'd 
him to be a very conſcientious. man of his word; we ſhall 
therefore have a great loſs of him. 1 

A nter Goody WINIFRED. © | 

G. Hin: Sir, the fidlers are come: but tho' we all en- 
treated them to play before the feaſt be brought up, yet 
they are ſo ſurly that they will not play till you yourſelf 
bid them, which has put all the ſervants out of humour. 

Sir Tim. Come, ſweetheart, ſome offtheſe maids, for 
aught 'I know, may long for a fiddle. Mr. Pedagog draw . 
up your preſentation; that no time may be loſt: for the pul- 
REL e £6 ef 05! | pit 
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pit, like the throne, ſhould never be unſilled. Exit. Sir Time- 
thy and Lady, at one door: Goody Winifred flops Pedageg. 

. Win. Stay, worthy fir, you were not wont to go out 
at one door when I come in at the other. * 

_ Ped. What's the matter, Goody Winifred? © © 
6. Win. And why, I pray, Goody Winifred; I have 
been called in the days of yore by you, Mrs. Winifred, and 
ſince you put me to't, I have been called by you Mrs. with- 
out Winifred at the end on't. But now you are—— 

Ped. What am 1? Fn 44s | * 

. Hin, A man that I have but lov'd too much, and 
a man that loves me too little: oh! Mr. Pedagog, did I 
give up that fort to you which had held out for ſixty years 
againſt all aſſaults and batteries, and am] thusrequited ? | 

Pedag. Pray expound what you mean! „ 
6. Win. Alas, you think I am too old to ſee the amo- 
rous glances you caſt upon Mrs. Betty and Mrs. Nan; but 
I would have you know, jealouſy needs no ſpectacles. 

Peaag. By my life, I doubt you are jealous! bt 

G. Win. I tell you your inconſtancy has given my heart 

the palſy, and yet a cordial of ſmiles from you may do 


much 


Pedag. Truly, Imuſt now put on ſerious looks, for my 
worthy patron and his lady have promis'd me the reverſion 
of the deceaſing Mr. Phil pot's benefice, and I am going to 
prepare him for his happy journey. 

G. Win. Then the change is too viſible; you that ere 
while would have left your ſtudy, and, what was ſtill more 
dear to you, your victuals, for my company, now to avoid 
it, run to ſee a dying man breathe out his ghaſtly ghoſt: 
but if there be reſtoratives, cordials, or elixers in my lady's 
cloſet ; nay, in all the chemiſts *Jaboratories in Europe, I 
will pawn my ſmock but I will procure them, to ſpin out 
Mr. Philpot's thread of life: and, if the fatal ſiſters cut it, I 
will then diſcover my nakedneſs to the eyes of the law, and 
accuſe thee of incontinence with me, to prevent thy induc- 
tion to the parſonage of Tything. I will, ungrateful lectu- 

rer, for ſince thou art weary of my ſheets, 1'll make thee 
preach in penetential opesy. that will I, by my injur'd love. 

Pedag. Fic! G Winifred— 

G. Win. Goody agim I was Goody till thou madeſt 
me naughty; and fee T cannot act thy ruin but by my 
own, we will fall together, for I'Il go inſtautly and tell Sir 
Timothy and my lady, how thou haſt triumphed over tho 


30 . ANTHOKY, A COMEDY. 


. -imbecility of a weak female, and thereby defiled their habitation; 
and then he vill preſent you to the houſe of correction rather 
than to ſo good a benefice. 

Pedag. Think better of it; for know, has a learned author 
has molt pathetically expreſs'd it, anger is a ſhort madneſs. 
S. Win. No, 1 will not tell it, that my bluſhes will deny 
me the power to do; but I will write it, and ſeal, and ſign it, 
before ſufficient witneſſes, that it may be irrevocable ; for as you 
have paſs'd over rubicon, ſo my ſtone is caſt. Farewel forever. 

[be oer to go cut in great fury. 

Pedag. flriking his breafl. What ſhall I do? if ſhe diſcover our 

copulation, I'm loſt forever. [ Min. bearing him /igh, turns about 
a4 thedoor' and fighs too; each of them fold their arms, draw 
out their handkerehiefs, fob and wipe their eyes. | 

Peg. That ſhower diſſolves me. 

6. Win. That ſigh does pierce my heart. 

Ped. My miſtreſs, my Winifredwooms — 

S. Win. My miſtreſs, did you ſay? ſpeak it again. 
Pied. Vil ſpeak it though it were my laſt. 

G. Vin. Ob 1 I doubt this is diſſembling. | 

Ped. No, by yourlelf, by the j joys l found in your matron-like 
emvraces, - 

G. Vis. I dare not ſtay, for T ſhall be again beguiled, you 
have charms for me. Mr. Pedagog, farewell. 

Fed. Stay, thou firſt ſchool -miltrels, of my heart. (Opening 
Eis arms.) Uſe it as you liſt, it is yours now and anon too ; 
you underftand that watch-word. 

6. Vin Yes, and thus I anſwer it. (Sk; and oe run and em- 

Brace one another ſobbing and crying. 

 Pedag. Thus while our arms each other bind, 

Fired We'll laugh and leave the world behind. 

G. Vin. Had we not better thus join our forces than be 
' peaching one another? By my modeſty, Mr Pedagog, badit 
thou not lured me back witl: a figh,. I had turned haggard, and 
preyed for myſelf; for lighted love is ſtrongly provoking. 

Ped. We'll drown this night all paſt civil wars in S ſack 
poſſet, cc. 

This quarrel my old friend ſhall füt prept, 
Tue little jars of lovers ver are * embracing 


- 
?-44 


{| — — 


5 Ae a 
Ener Mas. PIA D. Mas. ISABEL L A, Mas. Berry, Mus, 
Nan, MR, Pror, ya Ma. ART. vs 


- Plot. slid they are not yet come, I admire at it. 
154 What if they ſhould not come at all!? 
Jab. Why the beſt is, if they knew we were here, to ſee the 
BE and they ſhould not play it, they could not laugh more 
-at us for being diſappointed, than we ſhould have laughed at 
them, had they * to fight it. 8 Plot. 
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Plot. If they ſhould fail, Mr. Art and I are bound in honour 
to beat them, for not fighting, worſe than they would have 
been beaten themſelves if they had fought. 

Art. That's the loweſt revenge we can take of them. 

Nan, My hope is, that each of them will ſo fimly believe that 
the other will not come, that they both will meet here to the 
terror of each other. | | | 

Nell. Away, away to your ſeveral ſtations, for I ſee Cudden 

at hand, marching this way, as ſlowly as if he were going to 
church. f (They all gaze that way as Nell 5; 

Plot. It is he, and if he ſtrikes as heavily as he looks, woe be 
to ſquire Tony's bones, though they are caſed in iron. | 

Art. Ladies to your poſt, elſe we ſhall be diſcovered. {They 

| | all fix conceal themſelves within the ſcene. 
Enter CUDDEN, having in his belt two crabtree cudgely with bas- 
ket hilts: he looks ſeveral ways. 

Cu. My raſcal is not come, and I hope never intended to 
come, for now my anger is over; I wiſh the fighting were ſo too ; 
yet what revenge can be ſufficient for the qualms he has put me 
into, and for the expence of drawing up my laſt will and teſta- 
ment: however, I have moſt ſtupendouſly diſgraced him. This 
one affront will loſe him his two miſtreſſes. The rogue, I muſt 
confeſs, has a little the better wit, but Ja great deal the better 
courage; which he palpably acknowledges by his non-appear- 
ance. I want only to compleat my happineſs equal to'my vic- 
tory. But that Mrs. Philadel. and Mrs. Iſabel were now in 
view. What noiſe is that ? pray Fate no treachery be played me 
by my rival. (M-. Anthony Puts his head into the theatre, peeps 
about, and at laſt ſeeing Cudden, flarts back— eryingean Ah— 

Ant, How the ſight of him has mortified me. A curſe of all 
defenſive arms: they ſo load me, as I cannot run away neither, 

Cud. Oh! are you come at laſt ? but why a Devil in a lea- 


-» 


guer cloak.” . Sau 9 BUS | 
Ant. That queſtion has put an excellent ſtratagem into my 


head, alas couſin I am on a ſudden fallen deſperately ill of an 
ague ; I proteſt to you I am now exceedingly indiſpoſed. 

Cud. Yes to fight, and ſo you will be at any time: but ſince, 
as you ſay, you have an ague, a fright is the beſt cure for it: 
Come on, fir, I'll be your doctor. 8 | 

Ant. But dear couſin, all the phyſicians agree 'tis very dan- 
gerous to adminiſter the phyſic in the fit. 


Cud. But you that are a ſcholar know there is no-general rule ö 
without an exception, and I am refolv'd to make it your caſe... 
Ant, Conſider, I beleech you couſin, you will get no honour i 
beating a weak ſickly-man. | | | 5 
Cud. But I ſhall get revenge in doing it, which, as an in- 
genious poet has ſaid, is ſweeter far than muſkadine and eggs. 
Come, I tay, draw. ( Cudden dra tos out his two cudgeis. 
ae. | nl. 
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Ant. *Slid; you are doubly arm'd, and why, I pray, with 
two cudgels ? | 8 5 | 

Cud. eſt one ſhould break by accident; and I reſolve to 
make y u full payment at this time 17 

nt. is there no quarter then ? | ON 

Cid. No more than you gave my ſhins, when you made 
your French legs to Mr Philadelphia. 7 
. Lis hard to be beaten by a cavaleer, for ſaluting a 
lady a- la mode; to be cudgell'd for ones good education, would 
warm a man. | | | 

Cxd. PH do you that courteſy then, without the help of 
your cloak ; Off with it quickly and with your hat too, and let 
us foil to work; Uncaſe, uncaſe I ſay. | 

Art. Then thus I begin to uncaſe. [Pings off his hat. 

CA. Death! a helmec! | % 

Ant. No. tis a head piece: I have often thew'd you in the | 
town, that mine is better than vours, and now you will force 
me to convince you of it, in the feld too: nay, there are more 
mortifying ſights behind. ing his cloak 

Cad. Back and breaſt too! then Iam betray d. 

Ant. No, no, you are only over-reach'd, as well ſhall evi- 
dence this bow and arrows, which I have choſe to fight with; 
becauſe Cupid is painted with ſuch weapons: and ours is a 
quarrel of love. How do you like this emblem, is it not 2 
witiy one? Cad. Nay, couſia Anthony, this is ſoul play. 

Ant. Indeed, Cudden, yours was not over fair, to force a 
man to fight with you that was fick of an ague: but my cold 
fit is gone, and now my hot one is come; have at you- | 
©  Cud. Yes. yes, you may ſhoot ata naked man. Cudden cries. 

Art. Laſhly, laſhly, poor child, cry when thou ſeeſt the rod. 
_ Cad. Is there no quarter then? | | 

Ant. Not ſo much as half a quarter. You ſhall find my old 
Engliſh arms are more onfufferable to you than my new 
French-legs. TOR - 
Fuad. Do but forbear till I fetch my bow and arrows, and 
my breaſt, back, and pot, and then | 
Au. And then you would laugh at me, as I do at you, for 
fo ridiculous a motion: but this I'll do, for the ſweet ſake of 
which of my two miſtreſſes you groan for, make a deed of re- 
ſignation of her to me, in which I will have you confeſs I 
have out-witted you too, and then I may be mollify'd. 
Cu. Reſigu my miſtreſs ! how that word turns my ſtomach. 

Ant. Nay if the word refigh offend your long ears, I give 
you leave to put in renounce, quit, relinquiſh, deſert, aban- 
don or forſake : you ſhall not find me over ſcrupulous at phra- 
ſing the artieles, ſo the thing itſelf be done, and done it muſt 
be kinſman mine; for I never march thus arm'd to the field in 
vailn. 2 Bot : : | | Fn 
"ud. Will this fair offer end our civil war? Name which of 

them 
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them you like the beſt, and Vil beſiege the other; remember 
tis unconſcionable to have two miſtreſſes at once. 2 
Ant, And do you chink 'tis very conſcionable in you ts 
come with two weapons at once, my youth in a baſket; for 
thus henceforward i will call you from the faſhion hilts 
you have to your crab tree blades. | 
Cad. But why in 4rmour ? —_— 1 
Ant. Becauſe » cu had not the wit to forbid it; but why 
(for it is my turn to aſk queſtions now) did you chooſe cudgels? 
Cua. Becauſe I think no woman worth the having a man 
kill'd tor. | fog 3 
Ant, I'm half of thy mind, and therefore I think fit to kill 
mee for a couple of women; thou ſeeſt my quarrel is two to 
one better than thine. "OE | od] 
Cud, I'll be ſworn 1 only ſee your arms are ſo ; but I muſt, 
ſay what you will, becauſe you are the better provided. 
Ast. O] am 1 the better provided? truth will out at Jaft. 
Acknowledge but that to my brace of miſtreſſes, and that hall 
ſerve me as much againſt all thy pretenſion as thy . eſigna- 
tion could: I like a voluntary confeſſion better than a forc'd 
one; and ſince thou haſt ſo ingenuouſly declar'd the truth, I 
will, in requital, turn my intended tragedy into a farce. 
Come, Sir, uncaſe, uncaſe, that was your word when you 
thougat me ſick, and that ſhall be my word now 1 have made 
you 10. Cad. What do you-mean ? | | 
Ant. Why, I mean you thall off with your cloaths and dance 
a Jig to the inſtrument eall'd a bow and arrows; that's Cupid's 
fiddle, and therefore the moſt fit muſick for a lover. 
Cud. You will not be ſo barbarous? | K 
Ant. Lord! kiniman! where can you have been bred, 
that count dancing a jig, a barbarit 7)? | £41 4 
Gug. Why, here's no mulick. | "Wwe 
Aat. Ves but there is; you know not what melody a pair 
of long Plymouth caſtinets wili make; ſour wood may prodace 
ſweet mufick, for harmony, as my late tutor has told me, 
ſprings from diſcord; | s R 
Cud. Bleſs me! [Crdden ſtart: back and Hriets terribly: 
Ant. And me too. Oh! what's the matter ? | Ant. priest. 
Cad, Ah, was it not enough to ceme with bow and arrows? 
Nay, back, breait and head piece too, againſt one of your 
own fleſh and blood, but you muſt alſo hire ſix murderers 
to cut his throat too- | 1 | | 
Aut. What fix murderers, in the name of wonder, did you 
talk s |; | 4 
Cud. As if you knew not! look where they all ſtand drawn 
vp in battalia behind you. | ; | 
Ant. Behind me! preſerve me Heavens! murder, mar- 
der, help, help. [ Ant. urns abcat, Cud. in the mean time ſeizes 
| a "x £108 


— 


like. 
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him Behind, takes away bis bow and arrows, then his helmet, 
ewhich he claps on bis caun head. 8 

Cad. What's Latin for a calves-head ? 

Ant. Why tis Caput- Anthony, now. 1 . 

cu You told me another word for it this morning, did 
you not? > | Og ; 

Ant. Yes, yes, then was then, but now is now. 

Cad. | have the better head-piece now, as I take it. 
Ait. Yes} yes, as you take it, you have it. 

Cad. Come, uncaſe, uncaſe : Alas, couſin, I doubt you 
have a very car leſs phyſician, that knowing you have an 
ague, would ſuffer you to wear ſo much cold iron about your 
heart; I proteſt, *twere enough to put you into a ſhaking fir. 
Beſides, | have a kind of a grudging to ſee you dance a Sara - 
brand to a pair of long Plymouth caſtinets; for ſour wood may 
produce ſweet melody, ſince harmony ſprings from diſcord ; 
as 2 modern eſquire did very lately moſt ſmart'y obſerve. 
What pity 'tis you ſhouid have ſo much wit, that it ſhould 
even ſpoil your memory. | 

Ant. Yet in my misfortunes I have this conſolation, you 
diſarm'd me twice, coward-like, behind my back. 

. *Cud. Well! thou ſhall no more upbraid me for doing 

things behind thy back,' for thou ſhall ſee I'll cudgel thee 

before thy face, and in ſpight of thy teeth too. 
8 | [Cud. lams bim upon bis armour. 

Fnt, Ob, hold! and I'll yield to any condition, ſo parting 
with my two miſtreſſes be none of them. 

Cud. If thou doſt but name two miſtreſſes again; nay, if 
thou doſt but ſo much as think of them till thou art dead, 
Iwill fo carbinado thy fleſh, that I'll make thee look like a 
St Lawrence on 2 grid-jron. 8 | 

Ant For all your fury, wrath and indignation, tis ſome- 
what ſevere that a loſer may not talk. But now, I that am 
but a ſimple man, muſt do as great nations oft have done, 
take laws from their conquerors; and therefore to the ſen- 
tence you ſhall pronounce, I muſt, though in tears, ſubmit, 

Cu. That ſhower has ſoftened m * and heart, and 
ſince fo bravely thou doſt yield, I will as pityfully uſe thee. 
Know therefore, that as misfortunes ought not to elevate a 
generous ſoul, ſo proſperity ought not to deject it: therefore, 
as when I was under fortune's wheel, I offer'd to leave thee. 
one of the ladies, ſo now I am on the top of it, I will do the 


Aut. There is comfort in that, for kalf a loaf is better than 
no bread; but which of them, dear couſin, will you leave me? 
Cud. She that I do not like myſelf, you may be fure ; but 
if ſheI iike be ſo much as gloated after by thee, take what 
follows. y | . 
Ant. Pray make haſte to name ſhe you chooſe ; for tis 
firange how my heart goes pit-a-pat after the other. C 4. 
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Cud. Why then, ſhe J love is Mrs. Iſabella. 
Ant. But are you ſure of it? Cud. Sure of it, ſaid you! 
why, what does the ninni-hammer mean? f 
Ant. Sweet couſin, name the lady again, for a man can 
never have his miſtreſs too often at his tongue's end. 
Cud. Why, I tell thee again, *tis Mrs. Iſabella. EP 
Ant. Mrs. Iſabella! Mrs. Iſabella! well a-day, what luck 
js this? [leaping and friſting.] Why, a-duce, did you not tell 
me ſo before? It would havefav'd ail our duels, for tis Mrs. 
Philadelphia is my miſtreſs ö„ö : 
Cud. What a pox made you ſay, all this while, you were 
in love with both. : ETON 
Ant. That was my art, dear couſin; I did as crafty merchants 
uſe, aſk double rates to ger half for their commodity. Be. 
' fides, you hector'd into ſaying | lov'd both, becauſe you ſcorn'd 
to name the one you lov'd. Alas! couſin, do not you think 
I know one woman is more than enough for any one man? 
Cud. Why, do you think I did not know that as well as 
you? and therefore quarrell'd with you for being ſuch a glut- 
ton, as to ingroſs more by half than you could digeſt, and yet 
would keep me faſting, 5 W | 
Ant. And js it ſo i'faith dear kinſman ? lets lock, lock, 
and in this embrace let all diſcord be ſtrangled, [rey hag. 
Cud. Content -— Now ſhoulder your back and breaſt and 
march off; for I am ſure tis time to confole our friends; they 
will be in peſtilent frights if they have heard we have been in 
the field. | 4400 [Exit Cuddeu. 
| Ast: Conſidering too the mortal weapons we went out with. 
8 Well, go thy ways, Anthony, thou art come off with honour; 
maugre all the frowns of fortune, and the fallacies of thy kin- 
dred. I will like this fertile brain of mine the better whilſt 
Ile: thus J march off loaden with my own ſpoils. Would 
my two miſtreſſes, that were, ſaw this my oratio trumph. 
| WE [Exit Ant. with the armour on his ſhoulder. 
Enter Sts TimoTHY, Yi Lany, FEDAGOG and WINIFRED., 
Sir Tim. Gone out, did you ſay! and to fight. 
Pedag Alas, Sir, tis too certain. 
Sir iim. Know you the quarrel ? 
Piedag. I fear tis a quarreſof love, 3 | 
© Lady. I hate love, for it begets more quarrels than it be- 
ets children, | 3 
© Pedag. I ſuſpected a fray would inſue. Sir. Tim. Why? 
Pedag. Becauſe Mr. Cudden ſaid he ſcorn'd to tell Mr. An- 
thony whiether he were in love with Mrs. Iſabella or Mrs. Phi- 
 ladelphia, which fo warm*d my ſprightly pupil's courage, for, 
in punctilio of honour, he is quick as tinder, | 
C. #in By my maiden- head, Sir, I fear the two ladies the; 
\ fought for do but lavgh at them, for they were one day fork- 
ing 
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3ng at them with their fingers as ſoon as their backs were 
but turn'd; and thoſe that will make figns of horns at their 

| ſervants before they are married too often will beſtow real 

horns on them after they are married. 


Sir Tim. Thoſe are not dangerous horns, Goody Winifred, 
that are made behind our backs. | | 

G. Win. What, would you have them make horns to your 
faces? that were too impudent; but that which | Lk'd worſe, 

was when thoſe two ſweet lambs, Mrs Betty and Mrs. Nan, 
chid Mrs Philadelphia and Mrs. Iſabella, for making thoſe 
ſigns of the cuckold at Mr. Anthony and Mr. Cudden, thoſe 
two viragoes in petticoats, bruzzled up to them like two wooe 
ing turkey-cocks, and ſo rated them for their chaſte re prehen - 
ſion, as they made them bluſh for being in the right. 

Lady. I proteſt, my Timothy, your two charges are 10 
haughty, as fear they will in fett my nieccs with the ſpirit of 
mutiny; I would you had beſtow'd them well in marriage: I 
do not mean to your ſon and nephew, for, on my word, there 
they will be over-match'd, : 

Pedag. My excellent lady ſays true; twill be as unequal, 
as if a Flanders mare and a Golloway nag were put to draw 
together. G. Win. They may promiſe to ferve, honour, and 
obey ; but if they do not make their huſbands do it, I'll be 
content to eat my liturgy. wy ” 

Sir Tim. You muſt not judge of Anthony's and my nephew's 
ſpirits by what they ſeem while they are wooing. 
Pedag. But I may judge pf their miſtreſſes while they are 
wooed. Say, Sir, I underftand neither phiſiognomy nor pal- 
miſtry, if, they do not prove mad wives. | | 

Sir Tim. Marriage will tame women. 

Pedag. I have heard it will rather tame men. 

Sir Tim. However, becauſe they are rich heireſſes, let our 
two young people court them: I am reſolved what e' er it coſt 
me they ſhall have thenf; for they had better be rich cuck- 
olds than poor unforked men. But V hile we are thus talk- 
ing of them they may be killing one another, for they are both 
briſk lads: let's therefore ſeperate the ſooner, to find them 
out, and part them. [Exit Sir Timathy. 

Lady. J am beholden t you, Mr. Pedagog for the good 
words you put in. Pedag. Ah madam! I will put in a good 
deed to ſerve you at any time. 5 | 
G. Vin. ſhaking her head, By the mals, I like not that ex- 
preſſion. | "FG | Exit ſeveral ways. - 
Enter Mr Ax THOR, Mr. Pror, Mr Cur Dp, ard Mr. Aa. 
Ast. I have told you in octavo what we did in folio, and on 
my credit, Jack, never any duel was repleniſh'd with more 
admirable viciſſitudes whillt 'twas fighting, nor had a more 
amicitious epilogue in the cloſe. Yeu weuld have thought 

: ve 
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we had fought for the empire of the univerſe, ſuch were our 
animoſities; and when we came to examine qur quarrel by 
this light. we had none, ſor he had choſe Mrs. Iſabella, and 
J had choſe Mrs Philadelphia. (= 
Plot. You ſee, in this, how blind a thing fury is; two ſober 
words among ſt you had prevented all this noiſe and blood ſhed. 
Cud. The noiſe might have been prevented, I confeſs, 
but fate itſelf could never have hindered the blood-ſhed, for 
there was done. Plot. How ! none ? | | 
Ant. None, I tell you, for what need had we to ſhed one a- 
nOther's vermillion after we had found out we were not rivals? 
Cud. "Twas well for you we were not, for had we been, I 
would have made ou | 
Ant. What wonld you have made me? 
- Cad, I would have made you quit your love or life. 
Ant. I would have you to know, I ſcorn yaur expreſſions ; 
I hate to quit my love, and ſince you urge me to it, I'II die 
'ere |*]] quit my life. : 
Cud. Tony. If you ſo ſaucily and diametrically contradict 
me again, I will a ſecond time diſcipline your ſhoulders; you 
know | have taken meaſure of them with my Plymouth yard. 
Ant. Nay, give the devil his due, you look like a taylor ; 
but io contradi& you the ſecond time, I tell you, I defy you 
to quit Mrs Iſabella and court Mrs Philadelphia, which, if 
thou doft, I'll ſerve thee ſuch a trick 


Cud. What trick, thou baffled armour-bearer ? what trick 
I lay; ſpeak or Vl ——_— I 24. 
Ant. Why, couſin, 711 quit Mrs Philadelphia, and court 
Mrs Iſabella ; and is not that juſt ſuch a trick ? 5 
Ert. For all your fury, Mr Anthony has made good his 
words, and in a way you cannot be offended at, | 
Plot. Come, come leave off theſe civil wars, and unite 
your forces to beleaguer your two miſtreſſes ; you'll find a 
tough ſiege of it; *twere therefore fityou began your approaches. 
Ant. Right, Mr. Plot, I proteſt I am on thorns till I 
draw up before them, and when I have began my attacks, if 
I do not pierce her bulwark, 11i give her leave to hang me in 
a horn-work. Cad. This Errant Poltroon makes uſe of ſo 

many wer phraſes, that I admire they do not fright him. 
Ant. Come, Mr Plot, and Mr Ait, you mutt help us to meet 

our fair enemies; ] Jong to be at the encounter. | 
Plot. Bravely ſpoken, my -amorous Mirmiden. 
Art. Well go, and get you the field of battle aſſign'd, then 
be your guides to it. 

Ant. March boldly on, for the old proverb's true, 

Faint heart ne'er with fair lady had to do. [Exit anner. 


ATE. 


5 | MR. ANTHONY, A COMEDY« 
ä 
Enter Ax rnoxr, CUDDEN, PLoT, aud Ax r. 

Plot. Well, gentlemen, we have got the ladies to give you 
audience, and now be ſure to ply them cloſe. 
Ast. Teach your father to get children! inſtruct me in the 
affairs of love! Slid, do you think I have learned Ovid de 
Arte Amindi for nothing? | 

Cad. That's pretty in faith; make love by book; Buz Mr 
Tony, if ever you get a miſtreſs Þ'll be content to loie mine. 

Ant. How the ignorant will always reproach, the learned; 
why I tell you, kinſman Cudden, but for my civility to you 
would now have had a couple. Cad. Civility to me? do not 
chriſte the hild by a wrong name. If you do. 

Ant. Mary, come up Don-Cudden : for, by your rodoman- 
tado's, you i} ould be a caſtilion; left me, did you ſay? know, 
ſcorn your leavings ! you only named yo.r own miſtreſs, and 
J Ciſcovered to you, who was mine. 

' Cud. ony. Lake beed, wake not a ſleepy lion. 

Ant. Lion? an Eſſex one then, and without a white-face too; 
nay, fince you M heli me ſo, I muſt tell you all the little advan- 
tages thou thoughtſt to have got over me, were by treache- 
rics:Yes, I'l], draw your verbal portraiture; you are one that 
will ſpeak a man fair to his throat and cut his face behind his 
back. Cud. Thou ſlanderer of thy own fle and blood; take 
that for thy lye. [offers to ſtrike, and Plot and Art hold bim. 

Art. H 1d, hold, why this heat? 

Pio, I heard nothing from Mr Anthony that might offend 
you, Mr. Cadden., | 5 

Cd. Why? did you not hear him ſay, I would ſpeak a man 
fair to his face; and cut his throat behind his back. 
Ant. No, Marry did 1 not, 1 appeal to theſe gentlemen, 
What ſay you, firs? Art. He only ſaid you would ſpeak a 
man fair to his throat, and cut his face behind his back. 

Pet. Which was indeed, the anagram of what you ima- 
gin'd he ſaid. Cad. Hey-day! what new word is that? 

Ant. Well, couſin, I forgive you, you ſee now in your own 
caſe, how impartial a man you are. ; 

Cud. Slid affront me again? take that. 1 a] * 

| | - * ſ[offers to /trike, but is ftopp' d. 
Art. What's the matter now ? Lo * | ol . 
Cad. Death! did you not hear him call me an impartial 
man to my face? you had beſt turn that into an angaram too. 

Plot. Tis paſt my (kill, I aſſure you. ; 
Ant. And pray, angry kinſman, what would you have ſaid, 
if 1 had called you a partial man. ; 

Cid. putting bi: finger in his mouth. There ] was a little out 
of the 'y ay——pox ou your hard words, they turn my MN 
* , £ nite. 
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Ant. Tis well! I am not as choleric as you, nere would 


have been a foul houſe then. Cud. Yes, of your own making. 
Art For ſhame do not thus diſcompoſe yourſelves when 


you are going to court your miſtreſſes. 


Plot. They may think you ill-bumour'd. PET 
Ant. Come then, ſhew us the way to them: as much as 1 
love fighting, for this once, I had rather aſſault my miſtreſs 
than my kinſman : farewell the warlike brow ; Cudden, Il 
now put on my halcion face. | 
Cud. What's the halcion face, Mr Art? is it any thing that 
favours of affronting me? | | 
Art. No, no, nothing of that natu e, I aſſure you. 
Plot. This is the door—— 11} knock—— ( Zxeuat. be knocks. 
The ſcene opens, Philadelphia and Iſabella appear auitb 
their hoods over their faces. Nan and Nell. Cudden runs 
to Philadelphia, and Anthony to Jſabella, whom they lead by 
the banden the ftage. | 5 
Cud. Madam, I come to lay my heart at your feet. 
Phil. At mine? | 
Cud. Yes, your's, madam : I do not uſe to eat my words. 
Phil. Are you not iniſtook, Mr Cudden ? | 
Cad. Slid I doubt Jam; but how ſhall I retreat? 
Ant As I am an heir, madam, I am come to you on the like 
honourable employment. 
Jab. Sure, Mr. Anthony, you take me for my ſiſter. 
Ant. By the maſs that were pretty; what? miſtake my miſ- 
treſs ? do you think we are playing at blindman's-butf. 
Lab. Why, who do you think lam? 
Ant. As if the palpitation of my amorous heart did not 
whiſper in my ear, you are the conqueror of it, MrsPhiladelphia. 
1/ab. If you will not truſt me, vouchſafe to truſt your own 
eyes. | Le pulli up her ho'd. 
Ant. Ha! a pox of this heart of mine, that mult be panting 
after the wrong petticoat; I'll make it keep lent for this im- 


pertinent rampantneſs, Cudden too will be at me: kinſman, we 


muſt counter-march, take the better for the worſe, and re- 


_ figu me up my richer for poorer. I had like, by a mere miſtake, 


to have beaten up thy quarters while thou wer't beating up 


mine. Cad. Soft, Sir, tis not my cuſtom to be ſo incouſtant; 
ſince fortune has flung me on this beautiful lady, bere 111 
Rx: face about, Tony, and as you were. | 1. 
Ai. Very fine, and pray what did we fight our four duels 


for this morning? Have you forgot our capitulations; as 1 


take it they were not as you expound them now. | 
Cug. If thou lik'ſt not my expoſition, a word to the wiſe 
—you know how to write, where I dwell, and fo forth. 
Ant. Well! go thy ways; thou art the firſl man that I ever 
ſaw chooſe to play hab- nab for a wife; at leatt let's ſhuffle 
the cards again. | | Cud. 
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Cad. No Sir, *tis a ſign that you have the worſt game, when 
you offer to deal again. 8 | 
Ant. Is this then your Median and Perſian like reſ-lution ? 
Cu More, this is the reſolution of a lover, and before all 
theſe witneſſes. t. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Cad. What's the matter now? 
Ant. Cudden, I have over-reach'd yo, worſe then when I 


came with bow and arrows againſt your cate of cudgels: for 


I was neceſſitated, when you ſa;d you were in love with Mrs 
Tfabella, to ſeem joyful at it, and to declare my miſtreſs was 
Mrs Philadelphia ; when all the while, I proteſt, my heart was 
ready to fly in the face of my tongue, for telling ſuch an egre- 
gious, monſtrous and deteſtable lie; therefore with blith coun- 
tenance and merry glee, thus I turn to'my happineſs, and 
leave you to your mitery : by this light, rs Iſabella, I was 
always in love with you; and you only. 

1/zb. What? do you think, after ſo much inconſtancy and 


' before {. many witneſſes of it, [Il accept you for my gallant ? 


you may go whiltle after a miltreſs for me. 
Cud. Ha ha! I could almoſt fall in love with Mrs Ifabella 
for this witty juitice of hers; Tony, thus I turn to my hap- 
Pineſs, and leave y6u to your miſery, , 
* Phil. You are exceedingly miſtook, Mr. Cudden, even as 
much as efq. Tony; do not 1 know you fought for my lifter, 
and your miſtake flung you upon me: I muſt be gain'd by 
merit not by chance. 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha, Cudden, methinks your miſtreſs is ſo-r e- 
what witty in her juſtice too: commend me to conſtancy in a 
Jover: you are likely to have a campania to exerciſe that 
virtue in. Cad. Do not jeer me, for if thou doſt, I'll wreak 
my anger on thee, 8 N 

Ant.  ethinks we need not fall upon one another, while 
each of us has an enemy to deal with: come let's rather make . 

one brave charge, and try to recover the day. | | 
Cad. Agreed, Mrs Philadelphia, I will not be deny'd, you 
muſt accept me for your ſweet- heart. He turns from bim. 

Ant. Cudden, purſue your point, and the victory will be 
yours infallibly; for you have already made her turn her back. 
———-pretty Mrs Iſabella, behold a wandering pilgrimical 
_ heart begging an alms at the gate of your love; it you drive 
it from thence without relief *twill die by the way: and PII 
lay the death of the poor thing at your door; conſider whe- 
ther you had rather be e with my perſon, or by my 
ghoſt; for one of them cannot be avoided— [ 1/abella ſmiles. 

Cud. Tony continue this way of pleading ; you ſee it takes 
exceedingly, by her fmiling at all you {aid ; pray, Which 13 
hetrer, to have a miſtreſs turn a backiide to her lover, or laugh 
t him at his face; theſe are our two lam entable caſes, , 

5 Ari. 
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Art. Nay, ladies, now you deal too tyranicallywith yourlovers; 
Plot. Their fault indeed is great, but not unpardonable. 
for they have been mote unfortunate than guilty, ſince you 
had not only your hoods over your faces, but you had ex- 
changed petticoats. 5 | 
Ant. Yes, yes, *twas thoſe damn'd hoods and petticoats, as 
Mr, Plot very truly obſerves, made us run into our miltakes 
therefore *rwould be hard, if we ſhould loſe your favour be- 
cauſe we cannot ſee through taffety. 
Cud. No judge in England wou'd condemn us, for not doing 
impoſſibilities. ä | 

Art. Nay, if you do not pardon penitent lovers, 'tis pity 
but you ſhould marry hard hearted ones. „ | 

1/ab. You two] find are brib'd for your friends? but yet to 
ſhew you we will not be judges and parties, we'll appeal to 
the ſentence of Mrs Mall, and Mrs Nan. | 

Phil. Nay, and ſtand to it too. EK” 
Dua So will (ade if T like it. 
Ant, I will be bound by it hand and foot, only, my pretty 
Judges, remember, if you lay wrong foundations the thing 
cannot ſtand long. 
Nel, J accept the power. Nan, So do I. 

Ant. Silence! hear the court. 

Mal. I decree all paſt miſtakes ſhall be forgiven and for- 
gotten, and the eſquires ſhall now chooſe which each of them 
will give chace too, | . 

Nas But if they change again, my ſentence is, they ſhall 
be hang'd for curs. * | 

Cad. I proteſt I never ſaw at an aſſize, more quick and 
equal juſtice adminiſtred, 

Ant. You may talk of your cooks, your crocks and plou- 
dens, but Mrs Nan's, and Mrs Nell's reports for my money. 

Nel. Silence! hear the court out: I alſo order that each of 
them ſhall make an extempore ſtanza ta her he declares for, 
Ani. Take notice of that, Jack, *twas purely, as Iam a lover, 
in my favour, for Cudden will as ſoon make a pair of Japan 
boots as a ſtanza,  _ | | | 

Cud. to Art whiſpering Tom, as thou lov'ſt me prepare a 
3 and whiſper it my ear, that it may pals for one of my 
making. n 

Nay. 1 alſo ſentence theſe two lovers this night, on pain of 
loſing their miſtreſſes, to give them a ſerenade under their 
windows, and a croteſk or burlesk. | | 

Cad. Now cannot I tell what the meaning of croteſque or 
burleſque is; ſure they are law terms. 3 

Ant. Couſin, do not diſcover your ignorance: I'II interpret 
to you anon what's the meaning of thoſe two hard words, Do 
you ſend trick to get the muſick and their boys that dance the 
"1885, and leave the reſt to =y managing, | 


Cad, 


* 
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Cud I'll undertake that or lay the blame on me. 

Nel. You like our ſentence, I hope, and will conform to it. 

Phil *Tis a hard one, but we will obey. . 

Lab. Since our promiſes are paſt, we are bound. 

Cad Jony. il name firſt. Aut. Thank you for that. 

Cu Why the ſhe-j.dges have order'd that each ſhall 
choole whom he loves beſt, and I muſt have the preference, 
for got the day in duel. . 

Ant Cord! whit an unmathematical head you have: how 
a duce can I chooſe if you chooſe firſt : for then I muſt take 
what you eave, and that would be a fine choice: I'll have 
Mrs Betty and Mrs Nan expound their own act. 


Cud. whiſpers. I ark ye, Tony | A word in your ear; let me 


chooſe or Ii beat thee as black as my miſtreſs's eyes. 

Ant. What ſay you, ladies, methinks my kinſman has whiſ- 
per'd in my ear a vety good propoſal : *tis that we ſhall draw 
lots who ſhall firſt chooſe, Alt. Content, content! 

Cad. Another word in your ear—forſwear what thou haſt 
ſaid, or I'll baſtinade thee to mummy. 


Ant. Why do you whiſper ſo ? you need not be aſhamed of 


your propoſal, tis as equal a one as the fotmer, and ſhews a 
pretty variety in your invention ; for he offers that Mrs Phila- 
delphia and Mrs Iſabe! ſhould determine our difference, to 
which | conſeat. Cad. Tony, another word in your ear. 
Ant. What! more propolals? this comes of commending the 
. fertility of your contriving noddle. Why I tell you, we all are 


ſatisfy'd in it, and *tjs ſuperfluous to give more teſtimonies of 


it—adone, adone, I ſay. 


Cud. I muſt and will ſpeak to you again. [Takes Ant. apart. 


Ant, Well, I am loath to deny you any thing. 

Cad. Yield me the preference, or with hand and foot I'll 
affront thee inſtantly before all the company. | 

ant. whiſpers. Who would you chooſe? Cad. Mrs Iſabel. 

Ant Now, Ladies, we have ſav'd you the pains of ending 
our diſpute, we have done it ourſelves 1 choſe and for ever 
cedicate my heart to Mrs Philadelph.. | | 


Cad. Why, what an impudent fellow art thou to ſay thou 


chooſeſt. | 
Ant. Why, is not Mrs Iſabella your miſtreſs? deny it if thou 
dar'ſt. You all ſee I am for open dealing in affairs of love— 
Come, come, your ſtanza Cudden. 1 85 | 
Art. Yes, yes, your ſtanza ! 


. Cad. to 1/a. Madam, I chooſe you and left your ſiſter to 


Anthony. 5 | 
Ant. Your ſtanza I ſay, —in that I'll allow you the prefer- 


ence, becauſe I have it in this. Come, come alack, how 


long you are ſtudying ? verſes muſt come eaſily. 

ud, Lon, art thou ready?  , - 
Ast. Not yet, but I will inſtantly. | | 
| Cad. 


* 
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nz. Give me a tug as the ſignal, when you are prepared 


— — No———couſin, you ſhall begin. - Hg 
Ant, Sweet couſin! that honour ſhall be ygurs—T will never 
be out-done by you in-civility, 

Cud Nay, nay, you are the ſcholar, and therefore ſhould 
lead the way——Are you ready yet, Tom ? | 

Art. Almoft, | : 

Ca. Slid, make haſte or I ſhall be diſgrac'd. Come, An 
thony, methinks your muſe is ſomewhat hide- bound art thou 
ready yet? 5 | 

Art. Within a moment I ſhall, ES OL | 
An, No, no, my muſe is only civil, and defires to let that 

ſtranger, Madam, your muſe, go before her ladyſhip, 

Cud. Not yet, Tom, tis a damnable long moment. 

Ant. I proteſt, couſin, I will not verſify before youre; 
member I have ſworn firſt, 

Cud. Hems three times, ſpits as often, then ſays Now, Tom, or 
never !--Mrs Iſabella, will you be pleaſed to ſtand out, that I 
may make my approaches to you without interruption ? . 

17a. Well, Sir, l obey you—now your verſes, 

Cud. to Art. Not yet. Ant. Immediately. 

Cad. J have got ſuch an impertinent rheum, | Hems & ſpits. 

Ant. Sure, Mrs Philadelph, my couſin has ſome great ima- 
gination, for I ſee tis like to choak him in bringing it up. 

Cud. Hey-dey, I think you have a deſign to affront me. 

Ant. No, no, I leave that office to your verſes to do for me. 

Cad. Bleſs'd relief! both for me and Tony. (Ant plucks Cud. 
for I had no way left to wheedle away the time one moment 
longer, but to fall foul on him. Now, Mrs Iſabel, liſten to 
the virginity of my muſe. Ant is to whiſper the flanxa, 
line by line to Cud. who is to repeat it after him. 


Tja. I liſten, Mr Cudden, but methinks you are long a fall- 


ing on, 
= to Plot. I would not have had ſuch a dry bob from my 
miſtreſs ; no, not to have been the author of Orlando Furioſo, 
| Cud. Fair miſtreſs Iſabel, . 
I like you fo very well, 
That my love no longer can tarry; 
The fault then is plain | 
In you will remain 
| If we do not inſtantly marry, 
How do you like this ſtanza, Tony? | 
Ant. Tis a pretty double ſtanza, for two of you ſpoke it. 
Nel. Mr Cudden, let me adviſe you to get a great cold, and 
give it your prompter, that he may be ſure to whiſper ſoftlier. 
{/a. J hope, Mr Cudden, your muſic anon, and your dancing 
will be as good as your verſes. 2 
Cud. Madam, no muſic in the world like the tcill of a 
{ſmooth madrigal, 5 | | 
825 | D 2 Ant. 


Ant. Now, Mrs Philadelphia, give ear; and you, my two 
fair judges, hearken whether | perform your fentence catago- 
- rically, Stand off, I ſay, I need no prompter, though you dtc 
#7 Cudden goes near Anthony. 
© (Hems thrice) Bright Mrs Philadelph, 
I love none but yourſelf : 
And if you love me at that rate, 
Without ever tarrying, 
For that dull thing call'd marrying. . 
We'll fall to the effefts of it ſtrait. 
Cudden was afraid, forſooth, to lie with his miſtreſs, till the 
parſon had conjured them into one bed; but I offer ; ine the 
Civility ofa fornication, as a prologue to the play. +» 

Cad. No marry, Sir, was I not afraid, and yet if Mrs Iſabel, 
will walk a turn lone with me in the garden, Iwill preſent | 
her with a green gown, without ſtaying for the help of a man 
in a black gown to doit 5 

Aut Piſh! this is after I put you in mind of it; and beſides; 
you offered it her in dull proſe. Now let judge Mall, Nell, 
and juſtice Nan, determine whoſe ſtanza was the beſt. | 


£ 


Nel. Mr Cudden's was the moſt civil, and Mr Anthony 


the moſt amorous. | 
Nan Mr Cudden ſhew'd forth diſcretion, and Mr Anthony 


moſt mettle, | | | 
Ant. Hang diſcretion in love, mettle 15 the virtue there; a | 
diſcreet paſſion is a bull. „ LIE on ay | 
Cud. What calf is that? call a diſcreet paſſion a bull? 
Iſa. No quarrelling, MrCudden, your kinſman is a merry man. 
Ants. And fo wou'd he be too, if he were not a ſad fellow. 


* 


Phil. Mr Anthony, we leave you and Mr Cudden to pre- 


pare muſic and dancers; for if you fail giving us thoſe enter- 
fainments preciſely at ten this night, Bonos Nochios to your loves. 
Ant. And Bonos Nochios to the world, whenever you bid ſuch | 
a good night to my paſſion. [Exit Nomen, Art and Plot. 
Cud. What! do you think I'll fail my miſtreſs's aſſignment ? 
that were pretty i' faith Come, Tony, we'll go ſend Trick 


to engage our fiddles. * | 
Aut Elſe our ſweethearts will be deviliſhly out of tune. Exit. 


Enter Sin Timothy, 5, Lavy, PEOAOOG and WiNnlzkep. 

Sir Tim. Move me! No, I am reſolved nothing ſhall alter 
me; two ſuch rich heireſſes may not, nor ſhall not be loſt by 
my ſon and nephew. I can hamper their eſtates if they are 
73 Les 5 
Lady. Would my two nieces had Iſabel and Philadelphia's 
eftates, or they two had my nieces humours. 

Ped. Alas! they now jeer them ſo ſenſibly, and the gal- 
!ants bear it fo patiently that I loſe my temper, 

. | whe Win. 
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Vin If Love were ever blind, he is ſo in Mr Anthony and 
Mr Cudden : Why, Madam, | teli you they have no feeling, 
and theref.,re why ſhould they pretend to be vers? beſides, I 
ſaw 1 rick and the two gibing damicts cloſe in conſultation, 
and when I ſurpriſed them at it, they ſtarted as if they had 
ſeen a ghoſt and immediate!y vaniſhed. 

Sir Tim. When was this? Win. This afternoon. 

Ped | hat I'rick, Sir, has his name from his nature; and 
I more than ſuſpect he is a penſioner to Mr Plot and Mr Art. 

Sir Tim. I have long doubted it. 

Win. Nay, you may be jure of it, if you watch him this 
night as a cat does a mouſe; for, by my modeſty, ſome de- 
Son is ripe to be executed, in which he has at leaſt a finger; and 
therefore, Sir, let us ſeparate vurſe!ves the better to diſcover, 

Sir Tim. I like goody Winifred's advice; wife, let us take 
our quarters in the garden. 

Lady. Agreed: tor methinks I ſmell ſome roguery. 

[Ex. Sir Tim, at ne door and bis lady at another Ped offers to 

» go cut. but is flopt by Winifred. 

Win. Soft, Doctor Amorous, i have only diſmifs'd the 
knight and his madam, that I might read yuur worſhip a cur- 
tain lecture without interruption, 

Ped My reverend chuck, what's the matter now? 

Win. Lord, how ignorant you ſeem! Have you forgot you 
faid you. would put in a good deed to ſerve my lady? was that 
a ſacerdotal expreflion ? | | 
| Ped What a critic jealouſy makes a paſſionate lover! by 
my dotage on thoſe pretty pignies cf thine, I meant no hurt; 
let that folemn vow ſuppreſs thy doubts, 

Min. How equivocally your ſpeech is phras'd ; perhaps you 
think, having two ttrings to your bow in affairs of concupi- 
ſcence, is no harm. Ped. Concupilſcence ! 

Min. Yes, concupiſcence ! does that term of art frighten you? 
Ped. All my concupiſcence is confin'd within thy pariſh. 
Win But how few parſons are there that do not covet dou- 

ble benefices ? Ok 

' Ped. None do, when they have in one more than they can 

turn to; and that !'Il be depos'd L have in thine. But to 

convince thee by other evidencgs that thou art the miſtreſs of 
my heart, I'll iruſt thee with a ſecret which I would not con- 

feſs to my ghoſtly father. T 
Win. What is it, my dapper domine ? | 
Ped. Why, Sir 'iimothy is {mitcen, and has made me his 

love-embaffador, | 

Win. That is his pimp! a reverend employment for one 
of your caſſock. 

Ped. Nay, I am ſatisfy'd his is a platonic flame; there's no 
more heat in it, than old rotten wood that ſhines. 
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Win. But that wood Jaid on the fire will burn; ad; who 
knows but he may do the like, when his miſtreſs's eyes kindle 
it But what's her name ? x 4 

Ped Tis even Mrs Betty. 

Win. sSlid, that mad wench will put him into more ſhakings 
and burnings than an ague : For old men to defire to ſee their 
uncles is natural, but to defire to ſee their nieces is prodigious. 
Ped. However, be ſilent in the buſineſs ; lexve me to im- 
prove it, and if we two do not get more by 3 it than the lover 

and his demoſel, ſay I am no witch. 

Win. Preſto be gone! Here's Tony and Cudden; we - ruſt 
not be ſeen together, they will diſcover our amours, 22. 

Enter ANTHONY andHCUODEN 

Ant. lam glad at heart that I'rick has engaged the muſic 
and their jigg-boys; for in chis merry time tis two to one they 
hid been beipoken by others. 

Cad. Kinſman, though they had been beſpoken by men, 
women and children, yet IW uld have unbeſpoken them again, | 
though it had coft me twenty duels What did not 1 under- 
take to bring them at the hour, and to the place? a d when I 
am once engaged i in a buſineſs, fall back, fall edge, 1 611] 0 
through ſtitch with it. 

Enter Trick Haſilhy. | 

Trick. Oh, Sir! the maſic and their daneing- boys, as I was 
conducting them hither, were ſeized on by a caſt of young gal- 
lants, who ſwore top-gallant high, that if they did not come 
along with them they would ſpit then on the place; and as 
an earneſt of it, drew their tucks and fell a flaſhirg among 
us, worſe than two back ſword fencers, and drove the fiddlers 
before them like a flock of geeſe. f 

Cud. Anthony, tor this affront they ſhall loſe Wis lives. 

Ant. But alas! Couſin, we ſhall loſe what's worſe to us, viz, 
Mrs Philadelphia and Mrs Iſabe!, | 
Cud. Thou ſaucy clown, how doſt thou 905 thy miſtreſs's 
name before mine ? 1 could find it in my heart to begin my 
dire revenge on thee, and ſo proceed to the end of the chapter. 

Ant. Lord, how quarreſſome you are—is it not natural for a 
lover to name his miſtreſs firſt ? 

Cad. to Trick, Why didſt thou not tell them they were be⸗ 
ſroke for me? 
een, Yes, yes, I did! ! bat alack a day, would I had not, 
for they beat me the more rufully. d. Beat thee! 

Trick. But atter my ſaid they were ſorry, 

Cud. O, did they fo! that qualifies. 

Trick. But 'twas becauſe it was not your worſhip, whom 
they ſaid they had much rather have curry'd than me. 

Cad. I ſcorn ſo much as to enquire after the names or lodg- 
ings of ſuch inſolent pu Ppies. 
| Trick, 
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Trick. Nay, they added they knew your worſhip had as ill 
an ear to muſic, as a mangy 'brewer's horſe that then by ac- 
cident was paſſing by. 8 * 

Cad. Ha ha, ha— Anthony, on my life the rogues were 
drunk—thit ridiculous compariſon has converted my rage into 
laughter. Tis a ſtrenge thing.confin, what diverſe effetts 
wine produces in men; ſome it turns to apes, ſome to lions. 
. ſome to elephants, and ſome to bully-rocks, of which latter 

ſort our fiddler-ſtealers are—and fo for the preſent 1.let them 

paſs; but mark what follows, tor | am a kind of prophet, 
; h So am I too, Coufin, and 1 propheſy we ſhall loſe our 
miſtreſſes- you know the ſentence of tie court, and you un- 
dertook to get the muſie and the jig bo s, or «lie you bid me lay 
the blame on you, which, by my def-ateu hopes Iwill; it will be 
a comfort, however, when can fafely iwe.r that I loft my 
miltreſ. by your fault and not my on, for gone ſhe is | know: 
| fince * eis impoſſible to recover a ſet of ſerapers before ten, for 
tis now halt an hour paſt nine : 

Trick Nay, Mr Anthony, things are not yet ſo deſperate, 
for juſt now I ſaw three men pais by with long cloak+, and my 
eyes deceived me if | did not ſce glimpſe of fone inſtruments 
under them. 

Ant. This intelligence has ſome ife in it; but how a dick- 
ings thall we do for a jig 2 

Cud. A jigg ! that's pretty! Wh. 1 tel] thee, kinſman, I 
never ſaw wake or far, that I did noi out jigg ail th- men at 
it the women too being the juiges ; but that which troubles 
me moſt, is, who ſh I dance the dances with the two hard 
names po on t, | forget wh. you call them. 

Ant The croteſque and burleſque dances. 

Cud. Yes, yes, thoſe damn'd crabjd names will never fink 
inte my pericranium. 

Ant. Way thoſe are only French names hap 4 jiggs. 

Cud. Why there it is! is it not enough that we have our 


laws, the names of our meats and drinks, and our diſeaſes 


French, but we muſt have our dances too— I tell you, tis abo- 
minab! e 
Trick But! Sir, the crowders I told you of, will be gone out 
of ſight. 
Cud. Away, Trick, and keep them at bay till we come up, 
Aut Tell them we give them double pay; that is, if you 
cannot win them with ſingle 
Cud. Hallow to us when you have boarded them, and we'll 
ve up to you. ; [Exie. 
Enter IsABELLA, PHILADELPHIA, NeLL and NaN; in the 
| Balciny, PLoT and ART 
{/a. Has Trick played his part as we directed him ? 


Plot. | think he has done it more dexterouſly, and all 


things take above expectation, 
Phil, How long will it be &er the two (quires come ? 
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Art. ſoft as long as our ſerenade and dances will take up, 
for we have calculated all things to a moment. 
Nan. If your muſic be ready call them n, for ſuitors are im- 
alient and . be here before their hour 


Nel. And I think, that not only the fiddles ſpeak better than 
the ſquires, but alfo, that the heads of the two baſe-viols are 
handſomer than the faces of thoſe two loveis—all them in, 
then, I pray. Art. I'll do vou the ſervice. [ Art at the aoor, bids 

nter Mufic and Dancer. (them come in. 

Plot. Will you have a merry ſong or a ſad one? 

Phil. We'll have the laſt ſong which Mr Plot made on his 
own heart. 

Ja. I aſſure you, "Vai Dycke never drew, more to the life 
than Mr Plot has done in that piece. 

Plot. Tis a new way of painting, for I drew toq pictures at 
once —I hope, Madam, hearts that are ſo like, cannot chuſe 

ut love one another. : 

1/a. Hope is free, Mr Plot, 

Nel. And fo ſhould hearts be, if all were as wiſe as mine, 

Phil. Come, come, the ſong, the long. 


. 


Since you will needs my heart poſſeſs, 
Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The faults to which 'tis given; 
It is to change much more 1nclin'd 
Than woman, or the ſea, or wind, 
Or aught that's under heaven. 


Nor will I hide from you this truth, 
It has been from its very youth ' 
A moſt egregious ranger; 
And fince from me it often fled, . 
With whom 1t was both born and bred, 
*T'will ſcarce ſtay with a ſtranger. 


The black, the fair, the gay; the ſad, 
Which made me often fear *twas mad, 
With one kind look could win it; - 
So naturally it loves to range, 
That it has left ſucceſs for change, 
And, what's worſe, glories in vit. 


Often when J am laid to reſt, 
JT'would make me act like one podel, 
For ſtill'twill keep a pother; 
And though you only I eſteem, 
| Yet it will make me in a dream 
Court and enjoy another. 


And now if you are not afraid, 
After ir that [ have. Laid 
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To take this arrant rover; 

Be not diſpleas'd, if J proteſt, 
think the heart within your breaſt, 
Will prove juſt ſuch another. — 


14. I find 'twill be a hard matter to hold ſuch 5 gippery 
piece of fleſh. 
Plot. But the greager honour, Madam, is your's that have 
done it. 
Art. to Phil. My heart, Madam, is the very antipodes to Mr 
Plot's; for I firſt gave it to you; and 'twould never ſince ſo 
much as pant after another, though you have us'd it moſt 
 unmercifally, 
__ Þblil Some hearts are of the nature of ſpaniels, the more 
you beat them, the more they'll follow you. 
Asi. But then you muſt ſhow them game often, elſe ey, * 
go after others that will. 

Nel. Dancing is better than talking, at leaft, as you two 
do The dance, the dance. [ They dance antic dances—when 
* that is done, a noiſe is made within ; he l:oks within the ſeene.. 

Art. What noiſe is that? Ladies, away, and you muſt 
reſign your places to better company. (To o the Fiddlers. 
Plot, Away, Away. ¶ Nomen ſiep a little back inthe Balcony. 
Ladies, fince we have made the play, you will allow us room in 
your hox to ſeeit. [ Mufic and Dancers go off inflantly. 
Art. Silence is co: ſent [ Ex. Art and Plot, who go up to the Bal. 

Enter three Men with long Cloaks, 

1/. They ſtill follow us. 

2nd. Yes, yes, and now ' tis time to let them overtake us. 

374. Tig lo, for we are under the balcony, 

Enter | RICK. 

'Trick. Stand, friends! I charge you in Mr Cudden' s name 
to make a balt, and draw up till he comèes. LA. hallows. 
Enter CUDDEN and ANTHONY» 

Ant. But what it they ſhould. not be fiddlers, and think to 
hunt a hare, we ſhould find ita bear. 
- Crd. *Slight, thou a t the cowardlyeſt fellow in hell - what! 
do you think I do not know a fiddler from a hector? I take the 
bolinefs on wy and that's Inſurance enough for you, Squire 
Tony, any | 

Trick, Oh, are you come, Sir? I have kept them in bay till 
you came in view, and now my part is done. [Exit Trick. 

Cad. Come, friends, you mult march along with me; we'll 
pay you for your pains. | 
Ant. Ves, marry muſt you; ours is a buſineſs of love, to 
which all other affairs mult ſtrike ſail. *- 

1/7. Pray, gentlemen; what do you take us for! 
Cud. Come, leave off your fooling, do not we know what 
you are? why I tell you, you have fiddlers faces on your 
woulders, and violins ender your cloaks. Ant. 


* a 4 


8 MR. ANTHONY, A COMEDY. 


Ant. This is only to heighten the price of. your View; 5 but 
no catching old b rds with chaff. | 

zd. We are no fiddlers, I aſſure you. 

Art. Nay, nay, I know you would be call'd muſicians ; I 
cominend your modeſty, but ſee you have tunable faces—l 
read ti, Fa, Sol, in the very looks of you. 

Cud. Come, come, be not aſhamed of your profeſſion ;\ ; it is 
an honeſt and a merry one. 

3rd Are you merry, gentlemen, to perſuade us to own 2 
trade we never were buund unto. 

Aut Come, | fav, lay aſide your grimaces, and your fiddle 
faces, for oa the reputation of ſoldiers, we'li pay you Heliog a- 
_ 6ilus like. 

Cud. Slight, you would be courted, would „ou? Come, ſay 
you will play, or I'll ſo bumfiddle your ribs 

1//. Nay, we'll ſay any thing rather than be beaten. 

Cud. Oh, have we brought! you a note lower go, Anthony, 
and call under the window. 

Ant. (under the Balcony) Mrs Philadelphia, Mrs If.bella, here 
are your two ſerenaders; come with half a file of crowders— 
open your caſe ments, receive harmony from us and give light 
tous, (Phil. and Jſa appears. 

Phil. Oh, Mr Anthony, long look'd for comes at laſt; but 
where are your muficians and your dancers? What made you 
ſtay ſo late? 


Ant Troth, Madam, I gave our muficians ſo much money 


to drink your health, that having thereby elevated their ſpirits, 
they fell oat, challeng'd one another, fought on the ſpot with 
their inſtruments, broke them and their heads, and had thereby 
broken my head by their diſappointment had not my couſin 
Cudden and I by dint of arms, forc'd theſe three gameſters 
from fix gentlemen, who were glad at laſt to fly away ſwear- 
Ing and ill edify'd. 7/a. Thote do not look like muſicians, 

Cud. They are then better than they ook. 

Ant Obſerve, I pray, have they not ſtrike-up faces ? 

Phil. But where are the dancers? Cud We twoare the dancers. 

21d. Ladies, we are no fiddlers, but theſe gentlemen having 
tipled a note above ela, would therefore beat us into a con- 
feſſion that we are. 
Cid. Nay then, by my life, ſet me a dancing with vour in- 
ſtruments, cr fer you a dancing with mine. (Hing up his cant, 

Ant. Come, my friencs, uncioak, uncloak. 

34. We ſhall catch cold then. 

Ant. - A bottle of mull'd ſack will cure you, . you ſhall 
have enough to buy a gallon. ' 


Cad. Come, III take away your enchanted garments which 


make you thus reſty, for I long to be dancing. Cud. and Ant. 
Ming open the three mens cliaks, who inflantly ke their 
? Hels cock'd at their aft. N | Ant, 


— — Me. 
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Ant. Quarter, quarter. TER 
Cud. Save my life, and do with me what you will. 
1/2. he only tune we can play, is, deliver your purſe, Sir, 


Aut. Here, worthy gentlemen, I am glad [I had it to pleaſure 


cu with. 

1/a What's the matter, Mr Anthony ?—'Tis not the faſhion 
to pa m the mafic before they have played. 

Ant. Slid. Madam, do you not fee what a trick they have 
played aiready ? beſides, theſe are piſtoleer- muſicians, and 
wil; be p:1d, when ever they alk it. | | 

zud to Cud. Sir, you that ſo long to dance, ſhould empty 
your pockets firſt oh! it will make you trip ſo lightly. 

Oud Ladies, will you not raiſe the houſe for our reſcue ? 

3rd. tir not, elſe we'll ſhoot you. 


#hil. Alas, we dare not diſcover the favour we did you to | 


receive your viſits fo late, | 

Cu A curſe on the favour there [ Flings a purſe. 
May 1t bring you to Tyburn. | 

374 Come, pentlemen, we muſt then have your veſts, 
tunicks, ſaſhes, ſilk ſtockings, and beavers. 

1 Nay, ang your perriwigs too, which are of more worth 
than your heads — The thatch is better than the houſe it covers. 
2d. Flee, flee quick iy, for though your miſtreſſes think you 
are but geeſe, yet we'll ſhow them you are foxes, for we value 
your caſes more than your carcaſes 

Ant. Worthy muſicians of the fire arms, do not expoſe our 
nikedneſs to the ladies. $3 

1. You are a ſweet lover, that would hide your ſecrets from 
his miſtreſs, VTV 

Arr. Ah, if it were to her alone I would diſcover all; but 
you have not us'd us ſo courteouſly, I take it, as that I ſhould 
have the like inclination to d {cloſe my ſecrets to you. j 

Second to Cud. Sit down, my eleven pence halfpenny ſquire, 
that | may ſtrip you for the jig you ſo long to dance. 

Cud. Alas! gentlemen, Iam out of my dancing humour; 
ner did I ever yet practice to dance naked. 

Third. We'll teach you—you took us for fiddlers, but you 
ſhall find we are dancing maſters. gs | 

Second to Ant. Come, eſquire of the doleful face, we muſt 
put you into your calfs.ſkin habit—'tis a pretty and a new 
greſs for an auti-maſk, [T hey frip Ant, who often caſis up many 4 
| 89 Jad look to the balcony, and Cud, does the like: 

Ant. You are the firſt dancing maſters that ever came to 
reach their ſcholars, and brought iron fiddles with them. | 

3rd. Oh we are high way muſicians. | 

lt. But 1 am for the town muſicians, they are civillerbred; 
and though tbey pick our pockets, yet *tis in a genteeler way. 
34. To Cud, Nay, ſhirtand al—what you ſwear to your mi- 
ſtreſſes will then be believ'd, for truth is like à virgin, moſt 
meving when naked, | Phil 


the ſhorteſt way to keep the proteQor's peace, (J he watch "ſeize 
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Phil. Gentlemen, let us interceed 

Ant. Methinks you have been long about it; had you ſtaid 
a minute longer you could have interceeded for nothing but 
our hides —all the reſt is gone. 

Jia. Pray, gentlemen, for our ſakes ſpare their ſhirts? 

3rd Well, Ladies, for your, ſakes, we will—allow us to preſs | 
you to dance? 

Ant. In my fight, and I forgive you your davkig tripped me 
in theirs. 
1. We cannot come at them, elſe we would do you that 
cour'tſy—Away, away, [ Ex. the three and the muſic, 

Phil. You were very kind, Mr Anthony, 

Ant. | weuld you were ſo too, Mrs PHiLaDtlL»yfla--l was 
34 2mbiriovs to have the fame anli-taylors put you into my 

egy. Love is a rece, and, fince | am ſtripp'd for it, I would 

have had you the like, for | hate advantages. | 

Ja. But who put you on theſe robbers for muſicians? | 

Ant. Twas phytiognomiſl Cudden, he knew them, he ſaid, 
to be fiddlers, by their ine de gambo faces, and ſo confident- 
Iy inveigled me into the like error, that [ ſhould have taken 
them for high prieſts ſooner than highway men—-remember 
too, *twas he undertook to bring the muſic. 

Cua.; Leave off upbraiding me, or, by this fiſt, I'll thump 
you with it. 


La. Nay, Mr Cudden, by my treth you did embark poor 


Mr Anthony in this intrigue. 


Ant. Law you there,Cudden,your own miſtreſs, being judge, 
condemns you—l have often told you, that you had not guts 
enough in your brain to make a fiddle ftring, and now ecce 


Herum, you have put us in a very pleaſant figure to court 
ladies in. 


Phil. ] dare ſay never wooers yet W in ſuch a garb 


be fore their ſweethearts. 6 
Ant, And all this is the product of your unfurtile noddle— 


| nay, I muſt be thought a fool for keeping your wiſe company. 


Cua. Why, you puppy, did you not fay you ſaw mi, fa, fol, 


in their locks, and that they had ftrike-up faces; confeſs all 


this, or III cuff thee. 


Ant. Cuff me! thou ignoramus in folio. 


Cud. Ignoramus in thy face, and this to boot. (Kicks Bim. 
Ant. Nay, ſince we ate only our puris naturalibus- weapons 
to fight with have at you Ladies, he promiſed you a ſe- 
renade, and fail'd; but T promis d you no prize, and yet 
Will play one. 2 (7 "yy "4 a cuffing. 


* Phil. Well fought, Mr Anthony, = 


12 Rarely cuff'd, Mr Cudden. 
Enter CoxsTABIE and WATCH, | 
Cen. What nciſe is that ?f—knock them down both, 'tis 


on 
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en them) away with thoſe quarrelling drunkards, and put them 
in the cage. 

Ant. By this light, had we not been parted, I would have 
| beaten better manners into that dull pericranny of thine 
Kick ne before my miſtreſs! | 

Cud. As ſoon as J am out of captivity, I'll kick thee front, 
rear and flanks, before all the miſtreſſes in Europe. 

Con, Away, away with them, and put into the cage thoſe 
prattling tipplers in frocks. J 

Ant. as they haul Bim out, Nay, though I be torn in pieces, I 
will take a civil leave of my miſtreſs - that will I, though Cud- 
den has not the manners or the courage to doit. 

Since for your ſake, me in the cage they fling, 

Even in that cage your praiſes I will ing. 

Phil, *Twill make a pretty canary bird there. 

La. Let's away, for now all the farce is done. [ Exit omnes. 


| . 
Enter Ax THOR T, Cuppen, PLOT and ART; the taus firſt 
| buttoning their Veſts. \. 


Cad, You ſee, for your ſakes we have ſhook hands, 

Ant. What damnablehypocrites & cheats you birds in cages are, 
for they keep a leaping and finging as if they were raviſh'd by 
Joy at their condition : when, for my part, by the experiment I 
have lately had of a cage, I think it is one of the moſt melan- 
choly habitations I know, but hell—But how did you recover 
our ſpoils from thoſe dragons which plundered us of them, 

Plot. We heard by chance, in an ale-houſe, as we were 
paſſing by, three men talking of Mr Cudden and Mr Anthony, 
and how handſomely they had robbed and ſtripped them, 
which made us break into the low room, where they were 
drinking their own healths at your coſts; and, ſeizing on their 
piſtols, crying out thieves, thieves, they fled, 

Art, But left behind their booty, which, as we were carrying 
home to you, we found yow in the cage, and ſo releas'd and 
cloath'd you. NN . 

Cad. Twas kindly and luckily done. | 
Ant. Well, if ever I preſs men with long cloaks for fiddlers, 
till I ſee they have no piſtols under them, may they fire them all 
at this heir apparent head of mine. 

Pr. But how were the ladies entertained ? 

Cud. Better than we, I am ſure on't. 

Ant, Nay, better than they have deſerv'd, for they had no 
more fellow- feeling of our misfortunes, than the watch had, 
till your half piece mollify d thoſe bears with two feet. 

Cud. Well, I'll leave you, ſince, for my part, I am ready to 
freeze, and muſt thaw my heart with ſome ſpaniſh juice 
Tom, wilt go with me to the Mermaid? Art. 
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Ant, Can you doubt that I. who forſook you not in the 
cage will leave you going to the tavern? | | 
Cud. Tony, be ſure my uncle and his family know nothing. 
of this intrigue, - (Exit Cud aud Art. 
Ant, Iam gagg'd, I warrant you. 
| | Enter BetTTy and Nan. 

Petty. Mr Anthony, we have all this morning been ſeek'ng 
you and Mr Cudden—there is ſuch a vacarme in your fat! er's 
houſe, that the noiſe of a naval royal, thovgh in a hurricane 
and on a lee ſhore, is ſtill muſic to it; for Sir Timothy and 
my aunt have heard all your pranks. 

an. Which has cxafperated your father and my lady, that 

you are forbidden the houſe, and a lawyer and icrivirer are 

ſent for, poſt haſte to draw up a new ſettlement to difinherit | 

ou, and to entail his eſtate on Mr Nicholas, your younger 
rother, = i | 

Ent, Well a-day, and woe is me A pox on love Dear Mrs 

Betty, adviſe and pity a poor and miſerable diſinherited heir 

and lovet? | : 

Nan. Nay, the judgment for 3000 which Sir Timothy had 
on his nephew Cudden's eftate; he has now ſworn, and kneeling 
taken the oath, that he will never releaſe, but extend it forthwith. 

Ant. Hang Cudden, *twas he drew me into this periclita- 
mine I am am now ingult'd into—he muſt, forſooth, be a phy- 
fiognomiſt, with a curſe to him, and I muſt be ſuch a Nicode- 
mus as to rely on his skill, when the puppy has no more know - 
1 in him than there is in a roaſted apple -I am, you ſay, 
preſcrib'd and baniſh'd, and muſt live at Rovers; nor have a 
penny in my pocket to buy a tavern cordial with. | 
Nei. Mr Anthony, I have always been your friend, and 
therefore lament your condition—take this purſe for your pre- 
ent ſupply, | [l sbe gives bim a purſe. 

Ant, Tais kindneſs, pretty Mrs Betty, from one of your ſex, 
Iproteſt, does half reconcile me to all of it; for till now, I ne- 
ver got any thing from a female but a clap, Ws 

Nan. Me Plot, will you help me to ſeck out Mr Cudden, he 
needs intelligence and relief too ? | 8 75 d 77 

Plot. Will not it be ſcandalous to leave your ſiſter alone witn 
Mr Anthony? | | 

Betty. No, I warrant you, the hours af affliction drive out 
Icoſe thoughts. . | | 
Flat. Then, Mrs Nan, 1 am ready to wait on you. 
Nan. And UI! follow you as your own pace  (Exeunt. 
At. But, Mrs Betty, have you ſo mean a belief of me, as to 
think 'tis in the power of all the unlucky ſtars of heaven, to caſt 
me down fo low, that being alone with you, would not elevate 
me — I tell you, tis an irreparable affront done to the mettle of 
my conſtitution. 2 Es F | 
Betty, Nay then, by this light, Mr Anthony, 11 leave 
JOB, ; : 


[Offers 75 


MR, ANTHONY, A COMEDY. 


Ant. By thoſe two pretty lights that twinkle in the ſphere of 
your ſkull, but you ſhall not—you will not make me think you 
a fool. Betty Why a fool, pray? . 

Ant Lord! what a ridiculgus queſtion you aſk, for did 
ever a handſome gentlewoman give a diſtreſs'd ſquire her purſe, 
but as an earneſt tnat ſhe Would give him a better You know 
well enough what | mean, a EZ | 

Betty. Since you make ſuch inferences, pray give me 
back my parſe ? = 5 

Ant. What ! part with my earneſt- money! ſure you jeſt ?— 
But, Mrs Betty, to ſhew you how much your kindneſs operates 
on me, I will make you my confident, and both beg and re- 
ſolve to rely on your advice, in a moſt important affair: You 
know I made election of Mrs Philadelphia, and Cudden of 
Mrs Iſabella; and as the devil would have it, I am told Mrs 
Iſabel is in love with me, and Mrs Philadelphia with Cudden. 
Betty. Oh, if this be it, your intelligencers are Mr Plot and 
Mr Art. e | 
Ant. You ſay right, for they told us of it as we were re- 
turning from the damn'd adventure of the cage, and am ſure 
neither of them wou'd trepan us. | | 

Letty. But the truth is, Nan and I trepanned them; for when 
we ſaw them come ſoftly behind us to liſten to our difcourſe, 
and, as they thought undiſcovered, we talked on purpoſe that 
ſtuff, as ſome revenge for their impertinent curioſity, knowing 
their great concern for you. 

Ant. Why, then tis not true? 191 

Betty. No, I aſſure you; but ſince you make me the great 
depoſitory of your ſecrets, I will proteſt to you, Philadelphia 
and Iſabella, are ſo far from being in love with either of you, 
that they do nothing but laugh at yew both: nay, worſe a 
thouſand times; *tis they which ſer all the traps for you both 
laſt night, as I heard them confeſs this morning, ; 

Ant. Is this poſlible ? | — ä 

Betty. Tis more —'tis certain ſo that if you have any met- 
tle, ſnew it by your reſentment of theſe affronts. | 

Aut. Have I then run through ſo many herculian labours to 
be thus colted —well, I ſee I have brought my hogs to a fair 
market. | „ | | 

Betty, Let me alone and I'll order that buſineſs ſo, that if 
you two will hide yourſelves an hour hence, behind the har- 
bour in the garden—you both ſhall hear them two not only 
_ confeſs the fact but glory in it. 

Ant. If this be ſo, take my heart for your reward 

Betty. Your heart! why you have already given it to Mrs 
Philadelphia, e 
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Ant. Piſh! I did but only hold forth my heart to her but 
I will give it you without a power of revocation ; in a word, 
you. ſhall have the very intail of my love will that fatify you? 

Betty. But will not you prove inconſtant? for, methought, 

you were at high, paſs and repaſs, three times with it laſt night, 
A. 1 was then a juggling, I tell you, and fo played at Hoca. 
pocus, and the Babilonian tooth; but now J am ſerious, 

Betty. Why then, I will undertake alſo to make your peace 
with your father, and to make him ſettle 300% a year on you 
for a preſent maintenance. | 

Ant. If you do, I'll ſwear you conj ure but how ! how ! my 
pretty white witch? Betty, But you mutt be ſecret. | 

Ant. As ſecrets as I would keep my miſtreſs's laſt favour. 

Betty, Know then, your father is in love with me. 

Ast With you! Re 
Beth. 1 with me l- And who do think is his agent? 
Even reverend Mr Pedagog. | 
Ant. Pedagog ! that debauched pupil of mine—T'll whip 
him with his own ferula for it; yet he had ſtill a pimping 
- phyſiognomy | „ 
Ber. I am this morning to give him my laſt anſwer, and he 
mall have it io ſome purpoſe—leave this affair to my manage- 
ment, for your advantage; and ſo fareweli—remember an 
hour hence, | | [Exit Betty. 
Ant. I warrant you — Well, theſe women are tickliſh 
things. How ſhall 1 be ſure, that ſhe who plays ſo many 
tri:ks to marry me, will not play me as many tricks after I 


am married to her ? 


| — Im vnn. | BY | 
Cud. Tony, have you heard of Sir Timothy's indignation, 
and who thoſe were that wheedled us laſt night into all our 
W | "BA | | 
Int. Ves, yes, I have heard, and am now more troubled to 
find out a foucing revenge, that at the wrong I have ſuffered 
I In the firſt place, I torſwear by bell, book, and candle- 
light, never to couple with Philadelphia. : | 
Cud:-And I muſt tell thee, that Mrs Nan, who, by the way, 
Das filch'd from me my heart, by my own conſent, has pro- 
mis'd me too, to bring me to the hiding place near the harbour, 
where I ſhall be a two-ear'd witneſs of Mrs Iſabel's confeſſion ; 
which as ſoon as J have heard, I will take the like oath as thou 
haſt done—with this vinegar and gall addition, that I will 
leſs cheerfully conſummate matrimony with Mrs Iſabella than 
with a milch cow. We . 8 
Ant. But are not we hound in honour, when we hear them 
abuſe us to our faces (though they cannot ſee us) to make a 
. fally ont #f our ambuſcado, and, by way of affront and eternal 
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Cad. What a devil is an Hebrew-leg ?: I believe, thou hadft 
A jew to thy dancing maſter, fs. 7 14. Tf: 
Ant. By the maſs, and he might be one, for he confeſs'd 

to ine, that he ſuffered a female circumciſion at Paris: but 
an Hebrew congee is when one marches boldly up to alwo- 
man, and inſtead of ſalutiug her, you fetch approwet on your 
left toe, and b your bieech to her, and duck your head 
from ner thus, which fignities adieu for ever with a pox to you. 
Cad. Ii a brave een ge; but I would do ſomething. 
Ant. lid, then let's make them the rabinical congee ; for 
after that there can he no.accommodation,'tis a kind of paſſing 
over gabicon, and cuts off all treatiſe of 1 
Cad, Prichee, dear Anthony, inſtruct me in this hard 
word congee, for the work alftonts to them are the beſt for us. 
Ant, Why, thus then: when you have.turn'd: your back-- 
fide to her, you open your thighs wide, and then clappin 
your head between them (an emblem that the world is turn“ 
topſy-turvy with you towards her) you ſay in a. hoarſe tone, 
fareiil inſtead of farewell, 1 1 
Cu. Excellent! for who can be ſuch a hen-hearted hypocrite, 
zs to ſay tarevel te one who he deteſts and would have fareill ? 
Ant. Right and plain dealing is a jewel fit for a forſaken 
miſtreſſ's ear; beſides, your head being in that poſition, it 
ſeems as it you ſpoke through your breech, which is one of 
the unfavoureſt ways of wtrerinig one's {elf to one's miſtreſs, 
that can be tancy'dby the wit or malice of a willow lover. 
Cud. And therefore the fit er uſage. for ſuch whirligigs. 
Come, let's about it, for the hour is at hand, and I more lon 
| to act theſe revenges, than ever I did to be, Mrs Iſabella's 
|  bed-fellow, though without the help of a parſon. [Zxeunt, 
"= Enter Sis TimMoTHY and PETA oo. 
Si Tim. Well, Mr Pedagog, ſhall I, or- ſhall I not ?, has 
my burning ſighs diftoly'd the ice in Mrs Betty's boſom ? _ 
.  -» Pedag. Conſider ſir, what tis for one of your years and 
relation to be in love pray, ſir, yet liſten to my reaſons. 
Sir Tim. Reaſons to a lover! you may as well hope to alter 
3 high-way-man by pleading Magna Charta, When he de- 
maänds your purſe. Ped; You are fix d then? 
Sir Tim. Fir d W | 
Sed. Why then, fir, ſince I cannot alter you, I muſt tell 
you I have endeavoured to ſerve.you, ay gk yr 
aſſaulted Mrs Betty in your behalf: at the firſt overture of the 
-buſineſs, as the faſlion * ſhe bleſs'd herſelf, ſhriek'd and fied; 
and gave me a volly of injuries at parting 
Sir Tim, Has ſbe then Antipathies for me? | 
Ped, In a word, for I know your worſhip ſtands on thorn, | 
vou ate immediately to make over that judgment irrevocab 
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to Mrs. Betty, who is this afternoon, at ſix 6 clock, to coun- 
terfeir herſelf fick, and ſo to retire to her chambe r, ten mi- 
nutes b fore Jenny is to let you in; and as ſoon as her lady has 
flung herſelf upon the bed, ſhe' will go out, precending to 


Itch ſomething for her, and then 
Sri {im. No more, m. Ped; thou haſt obliged me for ever, 


as an evidence whereof, pere is thy bond lign'd and ſeal'd, 
Farewell, excuſe a lover's impatience,” 

.Pedag. But fir, it my lady know any thing of this: 

Sir Tim. Hang} her, ane, biſket. [Exeun! ſever al WAYS. 


Os 


i * S 


FS, 


Tue 8 CE. NE, a garden with an dur. 


11 Euter Ax THñoN Y and Cuppex haſtily. 
2% 2 Fab: $i, they are on «ur backs alrezdy, we muſt tappis 
85 lat nlp, or they'll have a view of us. 
Cad. Let's leap into bur forms; but little do they think 
$2 Yom this ambuſlr will break out upon them. 
Ant, Hulh !. =P are come. 
. Eiter Isa R. PaIT AD. BETTY and NA x. 
e Nay, 'twas too unmercifully done Wh,, you 
could not have us'd them worſe had they been your hatters; 
When, alas, the poor ſquires were your paſſionate loveis. 
Phil. The truth is, how could men wich thoſe miens expect 
' 260 be civiler bandled ? | 
Lab. They to ſet up for heireſles of a 1000, a year a Pee. 
with thoſe coddled faces. | 
Cad. whiſpers to Ant. Tony, that's you ſhe meant. 
Ant. Nay, ſhe abus'd us in couples, for ſhe ſaid faces; take 
your ſhare of the parboil'd viſages, I'll rob you of nothing. 
| Bet. Troth methinks Mr. Anthony has a pretty freſh com- 
Ga" bee of his o.,] inꝛ⁊ | 
Phil. Yes, as freſh as reste after they are ulld. | | 
Tab. And for Squire Cudden he has ſuch a brown-bread 
look, 'twere enough to make a plough- man hungry to ſee him. 
Ente to Cudden, Pray Cudden let me have a {lice of your 
face to ay my ſtomach. 
Cad. told,” hold Tony; ſhe F give "you with her tongue 
your belly-full prejently. _ 
Nan. Oome, come, there muſt be r more tian 
this in the niatter ; the men have good huiband faces ; ; tor” men 
1 2 e not marry d for their beauties, 
Phil. For my part I would not have ſo much certainty of 
3 nought, as. ts ary ſuch a cuckold look as daulre 
ony's. ä | 
Coden 40 e Mark that Tony! 
Ant. And mark my propheſy; if ſhe does not give, who 
eber ſhe marrys, a pair of horns as big as the ag 5 of Aniboile, 
May . 5 tate ie mine. 
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Hab. You ſaw we took them for wild beaſts, and fo had , 
them cag*d,,, and for Squire Cudde methinks I fee, an, Olio 


Pedrido i in his looks; a mixture of vol, cuckold, and ſurly, 1 


three pretty ingredien ts to compoſe the com plexicn of a Coven- 


try lion. | Ro 8 
„ Ah, Squire s Gd | 8825 = 


Lo 


me bravely, Tony, and well toſs them worſe than'in blankets... 
Ant. If I do not flick fo thee in 5ll thou d-ſt attempt, may 
Philadelphia be my Wife; whith is the greateſt imprecation my 
chaf'd brain can invent. [ They both diſcover themſelves, and 
come eu the Mages, 
Cad. dine Mrs. Cow, behold your calf! 
Ant. And you, M's. Phyly, that fear being a "$ameſtet,” 
ſhould you wed me, know I am come to bid __ to thee 
bo thy face, which is ſo warp'd, that 1000, a year cannot 
make it right in myeyèss. 
. Cad. And for you, Mrs. 0 10 Podtido, whoever you” have 
me for your gallant ; again, may the cage you calf me into o. 
one night, be my bed- chan ber for ever. 

Tab. You were ſuch hot lovers, VE had 10 other invention 
to cool you. | 


_ 


Cud. slight, I can hold no longer, t Wok Sally; Send 


Phil. Fruition itſelf, is not a, more compendiohs "way t6'* ” 


quench your flames, than that which Gur charity found fo yo 


* - 


Ant. Is it fo, Mrs. Maukin, with your. antimonjal. face? 
a face, which now I look on without a lover's Ipectacles, is 


ready to operate both ways on me.: tis a compofufe of Jalop 
and crocus metallorum- ana, ſo that 1 proteſt I can hold duft 
no longer; and there fore ſtand fair, that I. L.may. make an he- 


brew leg. 
Phil. Do Mr. few. 
Cud. An hebrew leg for y you too, Mrs. abel, with a rabini- 


cal congee in the cloſe. 


Laab. 1 ſee they have been better taught, ſince they were in 2 | 


the cage, than ever they were by their dancing maſter: afMlic- 


tion is an excellent ſchool. Come on, practitioners, | we'll 5 


Rand for you, 
Aut. That's more than we'll do for you. 


Cad. Then thus I advance. {Maki ng the fr ft Liz agreed upon — 
Ant. The like civility I pay you, Mrs Phily, and wiſh 0 


were worſe for your own ſour ſake. 


Lab. ] proteſt you never laid out ten ſhillings better than on | 


1 conſtab le and his watch, to teach you theſe a- la-mode 


congees. | 
Phil. Pray Squires give us another ferenade; and let theſe 


legs he made us when we begin the ball. 2 
| Od. 
E 2 rer a 


. 
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. nay; do nat end us till our W! „ 


85 Hhis 15 Bac «he Erſt Entry of it. Now for Rabinicus, 
| = Ss i hem both together. 3 

115 8 — will uſe 755. ſoldier like, and give ® FA 
8 at parting.{75 mate their Naliui al conges at once, aud 
22 Nee fare 1 for ever, 223 a porto you both. 
o Hob. Bleſs me? : let's run, hey 'l fling their logger-heads at 


ud. Are they © = forickings 
as. Yes, n fleas in Re 


In . like men of Italy. N 
& ile us in W you, Mrs. Nan, 


7 


"Zhi ty, fly, cheyareconjuring, [Ex lar ana. 15 


. 20 2 them; and may t * neither 


Fam under the e fas f foot-locks 10 pretty Mrs, Betty. 


' Enter Turcx with two liters. 
e Sir Timothy commanded me, on the peril of my eare, 
deliver this letter ĩnto your own hand, and this into Avda 


0 


Mr. Anthony. [Gives the lauo letters. 


af it. 


Bump, Read it boldly, Mr. Anthooy,, , - © 


Hop. 1 tremble to open it, for I , the damn'd contents 


Aze As boldly as I would fight for my gigen. 8 e | 


Ham, hum, debauch d like a ruſfan fight i in the ſtreets 
in your uri caged— 


— 01 diſmal tidings! 
_ - Enter PLOT and ART. 


Fre. What in the name of wonder, have you dons to Mrs. 


ICahel, and Mrs, Philadelphia? we met them running and half 
frighted out of their wi 


Plat. Vowing. with Fed a up. hands, they will rather marry > 


an koſpital beggar, than either of you. 


Cad. And we, two tinkers trulls rather than either of them. n 


Ant. Your ſevere uſage, has made them ſo kind to us, aa 
to offer us, themſelves, for our wives; if we would baſtinado 


you, erop your ears, and Cit your ALICE nothing leſs 


will pact them. 
And. were ſure ou would be ſpirit of urine huſbands to 
42 D #his'tight you ſhould therefore have my conſent. 


Cu. Or were I fure, you would give * incurable mon- 4 


fers, the very frſt night. 
Ar. Tis ten to one we mall. Why ? tis the made: -NOW. 
Put. Have you not ffingi "$1 letters from Sir Timothy. 
Cud. Mine was writ with the juice of nettles 
Art. And mine, with agua infernalir; fo that Mr. Plot and 


diũnherited your r 
brother all my eſtate and baniſh you my houſe for ever. 


Mr. 12 I'm a lot man; my father will didnheric mg, for 


my 
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my laſt night's gambol, and would diſinherit me again, if he 
could, for marrying Mrs. Betty, to whom I have dediened 
the triangles of my breaſt. 

Cad. The old nw has ſent to ag on his yoool-jadgment. - 
on my eſfate, with intereſt upon intereſt, and coſt upon colly 
and damage upon damage, fo that I .doubt, the daughter, 
the frſt hour ſhe's born, will be bigger than the mother; ; hon 

ever. Iwill have Mrs. Nan blow high, blow low. 
Art. Come, cheer ap; for what ſay yoo, if Mr. Plot: and 

I get you his conſent to marry your two miſtreſſes, and give 
* 30001. a piece with them, and 500% a year iat for 
Mr. Anthony? 

Ant, Hey Boys! this ſounds loftier than the tutonick. 

Cad. If thou doſt, take our two late miſtreſſes. 

Plat. If we do not hang us; but then you muſt do alf we 
command you, and not loſe one moment. Follow us, and 
depend on it, all ſhall be done, —— Away, Away. + nba 


RY 


The SCENE a chamber, 'a bed and curtains ſet out 
within the ſcere. 


Enter Jenny, : 
Jenny. I doubt he repents, and will no: come; «yet form bo. 


cannot be ſuch a rampant weather, as to give 30 0ʃ. to ds : 
f n. a 


— 0 


Enter Sin id n x. + oy DIS 
Oh, here he is! I ſee old men are not ſo bn at their 
— aſſignments as the young; 'tis een on the ſtroke ow 
x. | 


| nw I tell thee, Jenny, "tis but a little paſt five by my 
Watc 
Jeany. A lover 2 watch, eſperially on ſuch an oceaſſon, 
ſhould go an hour faſter than the ſün. Slid, my: lady's: at 
band; I ſee her——hide yourſelf behind the bed. [Ze hides. 
| Himſelf behind the bed. 
Sir Tim. Had ſhe not come ſo. ſoon, 'I would have trifled a. 
little with the. | Ts 
Jenny. You ſhould not, for I hate willing... "£4 
Enter BeTTY, who caſts herſelf on the. * ! 
Beery. Iam very fick, Jenny; pray draw the cunning. then 
run and fetch me à cordial. | 
Jens. I will, madam. Ex. Iaxkx, 
{Sin Tom, come} from bebind theGed, |; ee curtainsays- 
Sir Tim. She is forward, 1 might have ſaved 1 500l. qf my 
Zool. / Niece, I know you are a fair mer chant; I have 22 
Jon my money, and now 1 come for my c om õdity. 
Betty farting up. Bleſs me, uncle ! whz t do you mean? 
Sir Tim. What, have you forgot the bz vgain! I come to. 
he your bed-ellow, that was our agreement. 


Betty. 
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Betty. But then, I meant you were to be my bed- fellow as 


ſter Nan is. 
Sir Tim. But I meant to be yotir bed-fellow, as a man of 


mettle ought to be with a maid, to whom he has paid 3ooo!. 


for a night's lodging. —'Slid, do you think to wheeile me? 


den tis time to ſtorm you! | 
Betty. Then *tis time to ery fot reſcue. Help; hel: N 
| Lady within, I come, I come, my child [BRT Tx tears of 


hit ruff, and with a kick throws him dats BET IT v. riels, 
cries for help. 


bi Tim. Death; that's my hag of a wife" s voice: lamaloft 


man, ruin'd for ever, I muſt hide myſelf. 
Euler haftily, Lavy, PHILAD. ISAB. Nan and WIVITREO. 
Lady. What ſhrieks were thoſe, my dear niece ? 

Betty. Ah! madam! they were mine. 

Lady. At what, my child? 

Biiry Alas, I fawa ghoſt opert my curtains, cad it would 
have raviſh'd me. 

Lazy. A ghoſt, and would have raviſh'd thee; thou dreamt] 
thou dreamſt. 

Nan. Pray, in what ſhape did it e ? 

Betry. I am loath to tell. 

Lady. Tell it, I ſay. ., 

Zerg. It was ſo like Sir Timothy, I durſt babe ſworh it had 


been he, had not the laſcivious violence it offered me, made. 


me conclude it was the devil in his reverend worſhip's ſhape. 

Lady. Fy, fy, Betty; he good man, a ftaviſher! 1 Wande 
him too well to ſuſpect him for that. 

Betty. Nay, madam, *twas either he, or Beelzebub i in his 
| Ukenefs, I'II hold you 30001. on't. 

Sir Tim, Oh, the jade! . betray and jebr me tod! 


Be, &y, Pray judge whoſe ruff this is, that 1 pluck'd off th the 
k, in my own defence. [Plucking it out of the bed. | 


| kur?! Fr * Saifred is not this your malter's mark? 
Winif. By 3. wx maiden-head, madam, *tis; oh, the old 
letcher. 


Lady. Where has he hig himſelf ; 


Betty, I think behind t? bed, for chither he {cuttled when 


my ſhrieks call'd in the company. * 
Lady. Villian, goat, cock-ſparrow ; come out wit a 


engeance. 
5 Wn. Lord ! how like a Tarquin he looks. 


- Nan, Bleſs me! whatan old raviſher is this? 


Sir Tim. Forgive me, my dear wife, 
this Und; 5 by the love I bear thee, ſhall be the laſt. 


Lady Forgive thee, 
hang 1 cat thou ſhalt-in the air. Run Winifred, and 


1 Fhree chaſti of the * . let Ms: worry 2 If 


— 


{They all go behind the bed and pluck out Sith Tr Me . 


it is my firſt fault of | 


thou town bull ? no, if the law can 


, 


, 


*<. 
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Win. I'll fetch thoſe teaſers for him, ſhall cool his courage. 
So rampant at ſixty! nay then, 'tis time to eunuch him.[Ex. Wis. 

Berry. Alas, madam, to ſhow how hot he was, he made me 
ove. Mr, C udden's judgment of 3000. as an offer to corrupt 
me; ncere's the very deed. [ Gives her a parchment. 

Lady B, this light and 'tis. Ah, thou old traitor, give ' 
zool. to cuckold me, and debauch my niece, by the injur'd 
{pi rit of th, offended wife, I'll mouſe thee for it. 

Sir Tim. . acknowiedge my crime, and ſubmit, dear with | 
of my boſom? taercfore-lſend not for the chaſtiſers of the 
Tiſh, they'il bl-ze my diſkonour, and ſo ſqueze my purie,+ 
T ſhall die bluſhing and a beggar 
Mas Pray, madam, let me intercede for my uncle. 

Phil & I/ab. We join our prayers with hers, 

Lady. Hang him ram !—Nay, ſince he will be for ferriting 
in others burrows, e'en let the warrener uncaſe him, and 
hang vp his ſkin, to frighten away all ſuch vermin, a 

Enter WII FRED running. 

Win. Oh, madam, by the happieſt chanice in the world, I 
met in the fireet juſt by the door the three chaſtiſers of the pa- 
rith, newly riſen from ſitting in judgment on a young fortiica- 


tor, who rhey have handled without mittens, and therefore 


will feague an old adulterer; I have told them all. They are 
without at the door, and if you pleaſe [li bring them in.“ 
Sir Tim. O deliver me not over to theſe three tormentors, 


but execute me with your own hands rather. 


Lady. Peace, thou old ſinuer, my ears are barr'd to mercy; 
call them in Winifred. Nan, draw'three chairs, that they 
may ſit in judgment © on this grey-hair'd ruffian. 

' Win. Come in, reverend ſirs. Win. goes to the door. 


Enter PeDac:o, AnTHONY, and CUDDEN, the firſt with @ 


gr eat f black Leard, the other in black like tao elders; 5 all three 
humming. © 

Ped. Siſter, what voice of juſtice calleth us bither ? 

Lady. Welcome firs, take your ſeats ; here's the delinquent; 
there's the injur'd innocence; and here's the 'witnelles x; but 
the latter we need not, for he confeſſes the foul act. 

Ant, If he confeſſes, let him be hanged, The proverb has 
condemned him, 

* Cad, Brother, we muſt proceed juridieially; ſet the delin- 
quent forth ! what crime art thou accuſed of, old man? 

Sir {:711, Wenching, and pleaſe your worſhips ? 

4nt. Out upon him, ſpawn of the old n as if wenching 

leaſed us. 

_ Ped.” Brethren |! he” $ full dende vich iniquity, his anſwer 
is a new guilt. 

(ud. At whom was thy uncleanneſs levelled, old finer? 

Sir Tim. Even! at that gipſy, who has 8 my pocket of 


zoe + | Ang 
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Set. Mark that brethren: zoooſ. for wenching ; he may 
Well pay double as much for pious uſes ; he's a. full ſpunge, - 
r we muſt and ſqueeze him well. 

{7 Cui. I am ſomewhat tender, beloved, in erecling churehes 
2 "ut. of fornication the ſepndagop.! bs bad; bat for n 
112 EF concur... . ' 
Pad. Brother your ſeraple 5 is not groundlefs ; but fince bad 
3 — beget good laws, tis as eee * 3 
ond build parochials. BN | 
Ax. M heſita tions are vanith's,. | | 
im 1 8. Enter Ax r and PLOT. 

Plot. Sir Timothy alas! what's the matter? the crowd of 
people: at your door has brought us in. 
= nd ” — you both our fervices, if you + 

ir Tie  w a er A ou me 
1 Hocfiers — ”_ NT 4 
©, Plat.” For what ? 
- Sir Tim, Ab, for the fail of wy. old ages 
St. Frailiy, in what? - 81 6 
Sir Tim, An amorous ich, or 5p 
Had. Whoare thoſe that interrupt our Seffions ? | | 
Od, And that dare appear before . this court in roiflcing 
: prayiwigs, whoſe locks are like the whore of Babylons. 
Aut. diſter Winifred, make theſe be of vice withdraw, 
- or 9. . flence. Has tavice. 
ren proceed, let not the garb of wickedneſs put Jaltice " © 
t of i us ſober pace. 
Wir. Mr Pler, and Mr N It, filence and bear the Court. 
a. Who is that Female, whom, thor, with cds 
; — (mputh, GR call gipſy ? 93: 5 

2 Reverend Sir, tĩs wy niece Mrs Betty. f 

Her. Mark mat, Brethren, his niece 300. to commit inceft. | 

Cid. His niece} O thou obdurate old wretch!. | | 

Fed. My brothers, heres a covy of vice, complicated; for- 
nication, as the is a ſingle woman; adultery, as he 3 18 a married 

mam and inceſt as he xs an uncle. 
.-+ Cad. Mr. Thump has orthodoxly unrarelꝰd and directed 
gradatim, the feveral fibers, which grow: om this one wick- 
_ root, viz : oncleanneſs. 
{ ©» Sir Tim. But nothing of all this was ated; mark that, 
: lags fors. 3 
Am. But *twas bone of your ban 'ewas not 28rd. mark 
that irseverend fir. LY 
* Cad. The fault 3 15 foal and clear; 5 therefore ter vs p 
Prdag. My 1 is, "that 3 * 15 fo kot, he Gall fond | 
ticly- in a white ſheet by way of pennance ven days in 
__, 10 5 the flames ay 1 in FO ee pan Ei 


e ; | 1 7 174 576 15 —_— Cod. 
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Cad. My ſentence is, that ſince he could give 3000l. to on⸗ 


niece to corrupt her chaſtity, he ſhall give 3000l. to the t other 
to get her a good huſband ; for an old man ſhould beſtow at 


leaſt as much upon charity as he does upon concapiſcence, 


Ant. E'er I proceed, I defire to be informed if any young. 


women are committed to his ordering ? 
_ Psil. O yes, my ſiſter and I are. 
ab. To our griefs be it ſpoken. 
Aut. Then my firſt ſentence is, for J mean to have more 
than one, that-from henceforth you ſhall be wholly at your 
2 difpoſal, for that he cannot rule himſelf, is unfit to guides 
ers. | - 
Phil. and Jab. L humbly thank you, Sir. 


% 


Ped. Has he any children or relations committed to his i 


charge. . 5 
Betty. Yes Sir, he has a very hopeful young ftripling to his 
ſon, call'd Squire Anthony, on whom he wil! fcarce beſtow zl. 
when to quench his libidiny, he can part with 3oool. j 
Nan. He has a very promiſing plant to bis nephewgcall'd 
ſquire Cudden, on whoſe eſtate he has a judgment of zool. 
Cod. My brother has minded me of the decorum of juſtice, 
therefore my ſecond doom is, that he ſettle forthwith 400l. a 
year on Squire Antony, that toward ſappling. | 
Ant. And my ſecond decree is, that the laid *ſquire, if he 


likes the injur'd d mſel, ſhall for his father's trau ſgreſfon, take | 


her for his loving ſpouſe. ' | 
Cu hems And my ſecond decree is, that the nephew if he 
likes the other ſiſter, hall copulate with her, as lawvful man 
and wife, —hergs luſtil ,—and that the good lady who the old 
ſtallion has ſo offended, {hall henceforth rule the family; for 
he has forteited the brezches, by being ſo rampant after the 
petticoats, e 5 1 ix 
: Pedag. Having thus with ſober ſteps, and well weighed 
Juſtice, mov'd through the criminal part of the charge; now 
let us proceed to the capital. —Adultery, by our law, requires 
the gibbet. Inceſt, by our law, the faggot : fo that, believe 
me brethren, I doubt we can do no leſs than condemn him to 
be hanged and burned. 23 RA 
Cua. For ſince he fell from adultery into inceft, it is fit alſo, 
thathe ſhould fall out of the frying pan'into the fire. 5 
' Anz. All this muſt be certified to the governor of the pre- 
cinct, to whoſe dead:dving hand we muſtleave the transgreſſor. 
Lady. Nay then, pious firs, I mult interceed ; { cannot for- 
get he is my huſband, though he forget both«h1m{elt, and that 
J was his wife. : . os 2 3 
Sir Sin, Take pity on me, I beſcech you—and to ſhow 
you I need no ſeverer judge on myſelf, than I will be to my» 
ſelf, I freely conſent that my niece Betty keep the 30col. 


Judgment I gave her; and I will give my niece Nan ane ; 


> 


2 
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70 for her portion. I will alſo do my utmoſt endeavour to en- 
gage my ſon Anthony, and nephew Cudden to marry them. 


will ſettle on the former pool. a year, preſent maintenance, 


and the reſt after my death; which, alas, I find theſe abomi- 
nable miſeries will haſten. My two charges, Iſabella and 
Philadelphia, I leave freely to their own diſpoſe. And laſtly, 
I will for ever reſign up the ſovereignty of the houſe to my 
offended lady; who, | acknowledge, deſerves as much to rule 
it, as I have made myſelf hereby unworthy of it. All this 1 


voluntarily do. 


Lady. Lett is, I beſeech you on my knees, ſatisfy your 
offended juſtice. | 

Plot. 1 unite in their requeſts. 

Art. ] join in it moſt heartily. 

Naz. Letty. Jab Phil, And J. 

Wnif.. And I forſooth. 

Pedag. Brethren, what ſay ye? 

Ant I begin to thaw | 


Cudd. Whipping himfelſ three laſhes, is more than a beadle 


whipp'd him nine. | | | 
Ant. But now I think on't, brethren, our office is to puniſh, 


not to pardon, 


Sir Tim. whiſpers. That's a ſevere aſſiſtant, Mr. Plot 
Plot. Reverend ir, conſider the greateſt part of your ſen- 


tence the delinquent ſubmits to impofe upon himſelf. 


Lady. Can you be ſo cruel to deny us all at once ? 


Pudag. How are we ſure he will perform, unleſs our decrees 


are firſt return d unto, and then ratify'd by the fore-men- 
tion'd governor of the precinct. : 
Sir Tim. If that be all, give me a blank ſheet of parch- 


ment, Il! fign and ſeal it, then you yourſelves fit it up accord- 


ng to the tenour which I have ſwern ; which may I periſh if 
F make not good. 8 ; 
Pedag. Brethren, let us confider. [They ſeem to conſult to- 
_ . gether, and hem often. = 
Plot to Jab. Now, Madam, you're at your own diſpoſe, a 


happineſs which when you had attain'd, you promis'd you 


would perfect mine. EN 
Lab. Ido remember my engagement, and here's my hand, 

Fil keep it. | | [Plot 4neels and hiffes ber. 

Art. to Philad, Now 2 are free, madam, remember your 


- 


phy captive; I do not beg you to break thoſe chains your 
ea 


uties have confin'd me in, but to reward the joy with 
Which I bore them. . . | 
 Thilad. You have been fo reſpectful and ſo conſtant, that. 
I ſhould be more unjuſt to myſelf than you, did I not grant 


your (wit? Ves, I am yours. 


Art. The whole actions of my life ſhall be to pay my grati- 


| Pedag a 
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Pedag. Call for a kin of parchment ! | 

Sir Jim. That voice has comfort in't: ah, my dear lady, 
can'ſt thou forgive thy Tim. 8 
Lady. Heavens forgive you, I do. | 

| Sir Tim. What a barbarian was I to offend ſuch innocence 
but if my virtue does not henceforth 15 me, thy twiſes 
mall do that juſtice. 

Cad. But what if there ſhould be. no parchment ready I 
T'was ill forgotten. | 
Piedag. By the maſs, all then will be defeated. 

Aut. No, no, I have a help at maw. 

Enter Wintfred. 

Winif. 185 ſearch'd over all the houſe, and eannot find 
one {kin of parchment, is it your pleaſure I ſend to the next 
fcriveners for one? 

Ped. Brother, draw forth your help at maw; there's need 
on it now you ſee. 

Ant. pulls out the triple indenture. Then thus, brother T 
I bring it forth. 

Ped. to Ant. "Slid, that's the triple indenture. 

Ant. The very ſame I profeſs, and he ſhall ſign the outſide. 
of it; for now, as I take it, the triumvirate is null d, and 
we'll, at leiſure, waſh out the inſide with aqua fortis. | 

Peg. Be ſure you hold it cleverly then, elſe all the fat may 
be in the fre. 

Ant. I warrant thee Come, thou old wiſcreant-penitent, 
ſign your voluntary-doom.—Brother yea ! Produce your penner. 

Cud. Here, take it, old tranſgreſſor, — Lot rd ! how his hand 
makes. Were it to ſign 3o90l, for an inceſt, he would do it 
moſt ſteadily, I warrant you. 

Sir Tim, This 1s my. vand: and this is my al. and all that 
ſhall be written above it, accordiug to the ſentence, and my 
moſt humble acquieſcence in it, 1 bere, by a treſh vow, con- 
firm and ratify. 

Oma. We are all witneſſes to it. a 

Sir Tim. Now, moſt reverend judges, be not diſpleas'd if T 
make one poor and earneſt ſuit to you. 

An. What is't Piccator ? Sir Tim. Vis that my ſon Anthony, 
and my nephew Cudden, may never know of my tranſgreſſion, 
or of the commutation I make for it, for if they ſhould, their 
tyranny would be intolerable. 

Ant. Know then, to conſole thee—none ſhall ever be told 
it, but we that are preſent ; does that ſatisfy thee ? 

Sir Tim. Moſt abundantly ; ; and here again then I renew 
the oath of my performance. | | 

Ant. diſcovers himſelf. And thus, with your bleſſing, I make 
bold to poſſeſs myſelf of my part of your vow ! Mrs, Betty, 
Jam yours fox. ever. | 


Sir Tim, How | my ſon Anthony !— 
Ant. 
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Art. The very fame, as I am an aſſiſtant; and have yos not 


«= Riad fon of me? Who though you baniſh'd me your havſes 


for thowing my valour in the ftreets, does yet, to expatiate 


your fault, cheertully undergo what you'your own ſelf thought 

(Fool. a year, and 3o00l. in money) was little enough to buy 

me to. 

Cuaden di covering himſelf. And Babe you not as kind 2 

nephew of me? Who tho” I was as tyrannically us'd by you, 

yet being one of your judges, condemn'd you to no more than 
ſentenc d yourſelf unto-—Nay, to attone the wrong you 


did to one fifter, conſent to marry the other with the pitiful 


+ pork of 30ool. but ſhe is worth a million. My dear Nan, 
ake thy own Cudden for ever. 

Nung. diſcovering bimfelf. And have you nota tender ghoftly 
farber of me, that fince I could not reclaim your worſhip from 
Jof as your ſchoolmaſter, have e it as your Judge ? by 

8i Tim. Ha! blefs me 

Jab. I have alſo made bold to uſe the liberty your re- 
7 gave me, and have beftow'd myſelf on Mr. Plot. 

Philad. And I on Mr. Art. 

Lach. And fince you cannot rule yourſelf, remeraber you 


| have made yourſelf my ward. 
Wizif. And by my pudicity tis fit ; * as the 8 ſays, 


old men are twice children, and therefore wy good lady will 
be your beſt guardian. 

S Tim. Well, I am co I confeſs ; however, 1 am glad 
my ſhame is confin'd within my own f mil Ye 

. How your own family f emember, fir F, 88 my 
Lady's family by decree of the caurt. : 


Her. What, does he break our ſennence, bretheen'? Let us 
fill our feats of jaſtice again, and fo proceed. | 


„EN. No, no, we'll fill the blank with a Wien of all 
he'has, referring an annuity of gol. a year for himſelf, and 


to it, and then he'll 50 we were more i AS 


Jadges ges, than as kindred, 


Ser Ten. Hold, hold, I yield, Tis comes of ine 


2 fixty, Pray, 3 you that will be wenchers, do not 
1 h 


begin fo late, elfe you may pay dear for nothing. 
Cad. We are all agreed then ? 
Pedag. Ves, and all coupled too; for Winifred and I reſolve 
* bed. fellows during oleafore.— | 
Af. That is during your good Dieter. 
"es Methirrk; juſt the a comedy this ends, 
* embrace their beer, and friends their friends 


VO BR (enen . 


